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By  His  Majesty’s  Servants. 

Newly  adapted  to  the  Stage ,  with  the  Addition  of 

feveral  new  Songs, 


DUBLIN : 
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Printed  for  Sarah  Cotter,  Bookfeller, 
under  Dick’j  Coffee-House,  in  Skin¬ 
ner -Row }  1760,  -  ' 


Dramatis  Perfona?. 


M  E  N. 


Sir  John  Leverule,  an  boneft  Country  Gentle-  }  ^ 

man,  below  d for  bis  Hofpitality .  j  iar 


Butler, 

Cook, 

Footman, 

Coachman, 


Mr.  lurhutt . 
Mr.  Leigh . 
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Mr.  Mar /kali 


Jobfon,  a  Pfalm - fingi ng  Coblery  Tenant  1 
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lady  Loverule,  Wife  to  Sir  John^ 
frond y  canting ,  brawling,  fanatical  >  Mrs.  Pritchard. 
Shrew*  j 


Her  Maids. 


CMifs  Biett, 

\  Mifs  Bennett . 


Lucy,  ? 

Lettice,  j 

? 4  / 

Nell,  Jobfoiw  Wife,  an  innocent  Conn-  C  q,. 
try  Girl  ..  .  L  (,  *  W* 


'Tenants,  Servants . 


SCENE,  A  Country  Village. 


THE 

DEVIL  to..  PAY; 

O  R, 

The  Wives  Metamorphos'd 


S  C  E  N  E  I.  The  Cobler’ s  flojr/h 

Jobfon  Nell. 

iW//.  good  Job/on ,  Hay  with  me  To  night, 

and  for  once  make  merry. at  home. 

Peace,  peace,  you  Jade,  and  go  fpin  ;  for  if  I 
lack  any  Thread  for  my  Stitching,  I  will  pur.ifh  you 
by  virtue  of  my  fovereign  Authority. 

Nell.  Ay,  marry,  no  Doubt  of  that ;  whilft  you 
take  your  Swing  at  the  Ale-houie,  fpend  your  Subftance, 
get  drunk  as  a  Bead,  then  come  like  a  Sot,  and  ufe  one 
like  a  Dog. 

Job .  Nounz  !  do  you  prate  r  Why,  how  now,  Bra¬ 
zen  face,  do  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  Government;  Don't 
you  know',  Huffy,  that  I  am  King  in  my  own  Houfe, 
and  that  this  is  Treafon  againfi:  my  Majefty. 

Nell.  Did  ever  one  hear  fuch  Stuff?  But  I  pray  you 
now,  Jobfon ,  don't  go  to  the  Ale-houfe  To-night. 

Job .  Well,  I’ll  humour  you  for  once,  but  don't 
grow  too  faucy  upon’t ;  for  l  am  invited  by  Sir  John 
Loverule's  Butler,  and  am  to  be  princely  drunk  with 
Punch  at  the  Hall  Place ;  we  (hall  have  a  Eowl  large 
enough  to  fvvim  in. 

A  2  a;.//. 
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Nell.  But  they  fay,  Hulband,  the  new  Lady  wiB 
not  fuffer  a  Stranger  to  enter  her  Doors;  fhe  grudges 
even  a  Draught  of  fmail  Beer  to  her  own  Servants ; 
and  feveral  of  the  Tenants  have  come  home  with 
broken  Heads  from  her  Labyfhip’s  own  Hands,  only 
for  fmelling  ftrong  Beer  in  her  Houfe. 

Job.  A  Pox  on  her,  for  a  fanatical  Jade  !  She  has 
aim  oft  diftra&ed  the  good  Knight :  But  ihe’s  now  a- 
hroad,  feafting  with  her  Relations,  and  will  fcarce 
come  home  To-night  ;  and  we  are  to  have  much 
Drink,  a  Fiddle,  and  merry  Gambols. 

Nell.  O  dear  Hufband  !  let  me  go  with  you,  we’ll 
be  as  merry  as  the  Night’s  long. 

Job.  Why,  how  now,  you  bold  Baggage  ?  wou’d 
you  be  carry’d  to  a  Company  of  fmooth-fac’d,  eating, 
drinking,  lazy  ferving  Men ;  no,  no,  you  Jade,  i’ll 
not  be  a  Cuckold. 

Nell.  I  am  fure  they  would  make  you  welcome ;  you 
promis’d  I  fhould  fee  the  Houfe,  and  the  Family  has 
not  been  here  before,  fince  you  marry’d  and  brought 
me  home. 

Job.  Why  thou  moft  audacious  Strumpet,  dar’ft  thou 
difpute  with  me,  thy  Lord  and  Mafter  ?  Get  in  and 
fpin,  or  elfe  my  Strap  fnall  wind  about  thy  Ribs  moft 
confoundedly. 

AIR  i.  The  Tvvitcher. 

He  that  has  the  befi  Wife 
She's  the  Plague  cf  his  Life  % 

But  for  her  that  will  /cold  and  quarrel, 

Let  him  cut  her  off  Jhcrt 
Of  her  Meat  and  her  Sport , 

And  ten  Limes  a  Day  hoop  her  Barrel ,  brave  Boys , 
And  ten  Times  a  Day  hoop  her  BarreL 

NelL  Well  we  poor  Women  mull  always  be  Slaves, 
and  never  have  any  Joy,  but  you  Men  run  and  ram¬ 
ble  at  your  Pleafure. 

AIR  IT.  Fie,  nay,  pr’ythee  John 

is y  1  vow  and fix; car. 

Very  cruel ,  Dear, 

That  1  mup  not  be  alow  d  to  talk  \ 
job.  B  '■nee,  l  Jay ,  get  in 

r;  thy  It  heel,  and  fpin , 

Left  upon  your  Back  my  Strap  Jhoud  walk.  Nell; 
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Nell.  Well,  fence  1  mvfl>  I  will  be  cone  ; 

Go,  go,  you  are  a  naughty  Man ; 

Be  lure  get  drunk  then ,  if  you  can , 

Reel  heme  to  Neil. 

]ob.  You  furly  feade,  by  Yea,  and  Nayf 
If  here  you  ary  longer  flay. 

Or  dare  dijfute  my  fovereign  Sway, 

Til flrap  you  well . 

Why  you  moil  peftilent  Baggage,  will  you  be  hoop'd  ? 
Be  gone. 

Nell.  I  mull  obey. 

Job,  Stay  !  now  I  think  on’t,  here’s  Sixpence  for 
you,  get  Ale  and  Apples,  ftretch  and  puff  thyfelf  up 
with  Lamb's  Wool,  rejoice  and  revel  thyfelf,  be  drunk 
and  wailow  in  thy  own  Sty,  like  a  grumbling,  Sowr 
as  thou  art. 

He  that  has  the  beft  Wife, 

She  s  the  Plague  ofe his  Life ,  &C. 

SCENE  II.  Sir  Johns, 

Butler,  Cook,  Footman,  Coachman,  Lucy,  Lettice,  C5V. 

But,  I  would  the  blind  Fiddler  and  our  dancing  Neigh¬ 
bours  were  here ;  that  we  might  rejoice  a  little,  while 
our  termagant  Lady  is  abroad  ;  I  have  made  a  mod  fo- 
vereign  Bowl  of  Punch. 

Lucy.  We  had  need  rejoice  fometime,  for  our  devil- 
ifh  new  Lady  will  never  fufFer  it  in  her  hearing. 

But.  I  will  maintain,  there  is  more  Mirh  in  a  Gal¬ 
ley,  than  in  our  Family:  Our  Mafter,  indeed,  is  the 

worthieft  Gentleman- - -nothing  but  Svveetnefs 

and  Liberality. 

Foot,  But  here’s  a  Houfe  turned  topfy  turvy,  from 
Heaven  to  Hell,  fince  fhe  came  hither. 

Lucy.  His  former  Ladv  was  all  Virtue  and  Mildnefs. 
But.  Ay,  reft  her  Soul,  fhe  was  lb;  but  this  is  in- 
fpir’d  with  a  Legion  of  Devils  ;  who  made  her  lay 
about  her  like  a  Fury. 

AIR  III.  Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

Ofe  all  the  Plagues  of  human  Life , 

A  S  brew  is  lure  the  worfl  ; 

Scarce  one  in  ten  that  takes  a  Wife, 

But  w  ith  a  Shrew  i  scurf. 

A  3  Since 
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Since  then  the  Plague  in  Marriage  lies , 

-  Who  d  rufh  upon  his  Pate  ? 

When  he  for  Freedom,  Bondage  buys, 

And  fill  repents  too  late. 

Lucy.  I  am  fure  I  always  feel  her  in  my  Bones  ;  if 
her  Complexion  don’t  pleafe  her,  or  fhe  looks  yellow 
In  a  Morning,  I  am  fure  to  look  black  and  blue  for  it 

before  Night. 

Cook.  Pox  on  her !  I  dare  not  come  within  her  Reach. 

I  have  fome  fix  broken  Heads  already.  A  Lady,  quo¬ 
tha  !  a  She  Bear  is  a  ci viler  Animal, 

Foot.  Heaven  help  my  poor  Mailer!  this  devilifh 
Termagant  fcolding  Woman  will  be  the  Death  of  him  ; 

I  never  faw  a  Man  io  altered  in  all  the  Days  of  my  Life. 

Cook.  There’s  a  perpetual  Motion  in  that  Tongue 
of  hers,  and  a  damn’d  ihrill  Pipe,  enough  to  break  the 
Drum  of  a  Man’s  Ear. 

Enter  blind Fidler,  joblon,  and  Neighbours. 

But  Welcome,  welcome  ail  ;  this  is  cur^teifh.  Ho- 
neif  old  Acquaintance,  Goodman  Jcbfonl  how  doll 
thou ?  ' 

Job.  By  my  Troth,  I  am  always  fharp  fet  towards 
Punch,  and,  am  now  come  with  a  firm  Refolution,  tho’ 
but  a  poor  Cobler,  to  be  as  richly  drunk  as  a  Lord  ; 

1  am  a  true  Englifh  Heart,  and  look  upon  Diunkennefs 
as  the  bell  Part  of  the  Liberty  of  the  Subjebh 

Lucy.  Why  did  you  not  bring  your  Wife  with  yen  ? 
Job.  Bseauie  here  are  Wags,  very  Wags,  young 
brill  Rogues,  and  a  Man  may  be  a  Cuckold  before  the 
King’s  Health  can  go  round. 

A  I  P-  IV.  Charles  of  Sweden. 

Come  jolly  Bacchus,  God  of  Wine, 

Crown  this  Night  with  Pleafure  : 

Let  none  at  Cares  of  Life  repine , 

To  defray  our  Pleafure  : 

Cho.  Fill  up  the  mighty  fparkling  Bowl, 

T baJ  tnS ry  true  a?id  loyal  Soul 
May  drink  and flng  without  Controul, 

T o  [up port  our  Pleafure. 

'Thus  mighty  Bacchus  fhalt  thou  Be 
Guardi  a  n  t:  cur  Plenty  ru  re . 

rr  j 

: i  bus. 
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Eh  at  ur.dtr  thy  Protection  we 
May  enjoy  new  P le a fure  ; 

And  as  the  Hours  Aide  away. 

Well  in  thy  Name  invoke  their  Stay, 

And  fing  thy  Praifis ,  that  we  may  • 

Li  ve  and  die  w  it  h  P leafure. 

But .  H  e-e's  our  Muller’s  Health  in  a  Bumper. 
Huzza - 

Lucy.  Our  Lady’s  Confufion  in  another,  Huzza - - 

'  But .  The  King  ;  and  all  the  Royal  Family,  in  a 
Brimmer - Down  upon  your  Knees,  you  Rogues, 


AIR  V. 

Here's  a  good  Health  to  the  King, 

And  fend  him  a  profpercus  Reign , 

O'er  Hills  and  hiA?  Mountains* 

-  7 

We'll  Df  ink  dty  the  Fountains, 

Until  the  Sun  rifes  again,  brave  Beys, 

Unted.  the  Sun  rifes  again . 

‘ Then  litre's  to  thee  my  By  Icon 
l hen  Here's  to  ifte  ?ny  Boy  com  ; 

As  ice  have  tarry  d  ail  Day,  to  Drink  down  the  Sun, 

So  ve'll  tarry  and  Drink  down  the  Moon,  brave  Boy:t 
So  well  tarry  and  Drink  down  the  Moon. 

Enter  Sir  John  aid  Led/. 

Lady.  O  Ueavtn  and  Faith!  What’s  here  wit], in  my 
Dcors  ?  Is  Hell  broke  loofe  l  What  Troops  or  Fiend* 
are  here?  Sirrah,  you  impudent  Rafcal,  fpcak. 

Sir  John.  Fo-  (hame,  my  Dear — As  this  Isa  Time  of 
Mirth  and  Jollity,  it  has  always  been  the  Cuilom  cf 
this  Houle,  to  give  my  Servants  Liberty  in  this  Seafor, 
and  to  treat  my  Country  Neighbours,  that  with  inno¬ 
cent  Sports  they  may  divert  themk’ves. 

Lady.  I  fay  meddle  with  your  own  Affairs ;  I  will 
govern  my  own  Iloufs  without  >our  putting  in  an  Oar. 
Shall  f  a(k  Leave  to  correct  my  own  Servants  r 

Si>  John.  I  thought  Madam,  this  had  been  my  Houle, 
and  tnele  my  Tenants  and  Servants. 

Lady.  Did  I  bring  a  Fortune  to  be  thus  abus’d  and 
fnubb’d  before  People  ?  Do  you  call,  my  Authority  in 
QuelUon,  ungrateful  Man?  Look  ye  to  your  Dogs 
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and  Horfcs  abroad,  but  it  (hall  bo  my  Province  to  go¬ 
vern  here  ;  nor  will  I  be  controul’d  by  e’er  a  hunting, 
hawking  Knight  in  Chrifendom . 

AIR  VI.  Sir  John, 

Ye  Gods  ye  gave  to  me  a  Wife , 

Out  of  your  Grace  and  Favour , 

To  he  the  Comfort  of  my  Life , 

And  1  was  glad  to  have  her . 

But  if  your  Providence  divine , 

For  greater  Blifs  dejigti  her  ; 

To  obey  your  Will  at  any  Timey 
1  am  ready  to  refign  her . 

Sir  John.  This  is  to  be  marry'd  to  a  continual  Tem¬ 
ped  ;  Strife  and  Nolle,  Canting  and  Hypocrify,  are 
eternaTy  afloat— — ’Tis  impoflible  to  bear  it  long. 

Lady .  Ye  filthy  Scoundrels,  and  odious  jades.  I’ll 
teach  you  to  junket  thus;  and  ileal  my  Provifions ;  I 
ihali  be  devoured  at  this  Rate. 

But .  I  thought,  Madam,  we  might  be  merry  once 
upon  a  Holiday. 

Lady .  Holiday,  you  Popifh  Cur !  Is  one  Day  more 
holy  than  another  r  and  if  it  be,  you’ll  be  fure  to  get 
drunk  upon  it,  you  Rogue,  (beats  him)  You  Minx, 
you  impudent  Flirt,  are  you  jigging  it  after  an  abomi¬ 
nable  Fiddle  ?  all  Dancing  is  whorifn  Huffy. 

( Lugs  her  by  the  Ears, 

Lucy.  O  Lua  ?  fhe  has  pull’d  off  both  my  Ears. 

Sir  John.  Pray,  Madam,  con  fid  er  your  Sex  and  Qua¬ 
lity  ;  I  blufh  for  your  Behaviour. 

Lady.  Confider  your  Incapacity  :  You  fhall  not  in- 
drudt  me,  Who  are  you  thus  muffled,  you  Buzzard  ? 

(  She  beats  them  ally  Jobfon  feals  by. 

Job.  I  am  an  honeft,  plain,  Pfalm-finging  Cobler, 
Madam  ;  if  your  Ladyfhip  would  but  go  to  Church* 
you  might  hear  me  above  all  the  refi:  there. 

Lady.  I’ll  try  thy  Voice  here  firfl,  Villain,  (firikes  him. 

Job.  Ncunz!  what  a  Pox,  what  a  Devil  ails  you  ? 

Lady,  O  prophane  Wretch  !  wicked  Varlet ! 

Sir  John.  For  fhame  !  your  Behaviour  is  monflrous ! 

Lady.  Was  ever  poor  Lady  fo  miferable  in  a  brutifh 
Hufband,  as  I  am  ?  I  that  am  fo  pious  and  fo  religious 
a  Woman? 


Job. 
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Job.  finZs-  He  that  has  the  hejl  Wife, 

She's  the  Plague  of  bis  Life , 

But  for  b(r  that  will fcold  and  will  quarrel .  (Exit, 

Lady .  O  Rogue,  Scoundrel,  Villain  ! 

Sir  John.  Remember  Modefty. 

Lady .  I’ll  rout  ye  all  with  a  Vengeance,  I’ll  fpoil 
your  fqueaking  Treble. 

f  Beats  tbe  Fiddle  about  the  blind  Man  s  Head* 

Fid.  O  Murder,  Murder!  I  am  a  dark  Man,  which 
way  (hall  I  get  hence!  O  Heaven!  (he  has  broke  my 
Fiddle,  and  undone  me  and  my  Wife  and  Children. 

Sir  John .  Here,  poor  Feilow,  take  your  Staff  and 
be  gone,  there’s  Money  to  buy  you  two  fuch  ;  that’a 
your  Way. 

Fid.  Heaven  preferve  your  Worfhip - blefs  you*, 

fweet  M after - here’s  a  Change  indeed - little  did 

ever  I  think  to  find  fucli  Doings  in  this  Hall  Place. 

Lady.  Methinks  you  are  very  liberal,  Sir;  muft  my 
Eftate  maintain  you  in  your  Profufenefs  ? 

Sir  John .  Go  up  to  your  Clofet,  pray,  and  compofe 
your  Mind. 

Lady .  O  wicked  Man  f  to  bid  me  pray. 

Sir  John.  A  Man  can’t  be  compleatly  curs’d,  I  fee 
without  Marriage,  but  fince  there  is  fuch  a  Thing  aa 
feparate  Maintenance,  (he  fnall  To  morrow  enjoy  the 
Benefit  of  it. 

AIR  VII.  Of  all  Comforts  I  mifcarry’d , 

Of  the  States  in  Life  fo  various, 

Marriage  Jure,  is  ?noJl  precarious  ; 

Mis  a  Maze  fa  frangely  winding, 

Still  we  are  new  Mazes  finding  ; 

His  an  Action  fo  Jevere, 

That  naught  but  Death  can  fet  us  clear  ; 

FLappy' s  the  Man ,  from  Wedlock  free, 

Who  knows  to  prize  his  Liberty  : 

Were  Men  wary 
How  they  marry , 

We  Jhould  not  be  half  fo  full  of  Miferw 

(Knocking  at  the  Door. 
Here,  where  are  my  Servants?  Muft  they  be  frighted 
from  me - Within  there - -fee  who  knocks. 

Lady*  Within  there - where  are  my  Sluts  ?  Ye 

Drabs,  ye  Queans - Lights  there.  Enter 
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Enter  Servants ,  /making  with  Candles, 

But.  Sir,  it  is  a  Doctor  that  lives  ten  Miles  ofF;  He 
practices  Phyfick,  and  is  an  Allrologer ;  your  Worihip 
knows  him  very  well,  he  is  a  cunning  Man,  makes  Al¬ 
manacks,  and  can  help  People  to  their  Goods  again. 

Enter  Dorter. 

Doft,  Sir,  I  humbly  beg  your  Honour’s  Pardon  for 
this  unfeafonable  Intrusion  ;  but  I  am  benighte  and 
his  fo  dark  that  I  can’t  poiiibly  find  my  Way  h  me ; 
and  knowing  your.  Worth  ip’s  Hofpitality,  deiire  the 
Favour  io  be  harboured  under  your  Rooi  To 

Lady.  Out  of  my  Houie,  you  lewd  Conjurer,  you 
Magician. 

Deft.  He-e’s  a  Turn! — here’s  a  Change]  - Well 

if  I  have  any  Art,  you  ihali  fmarc  for  this.  (  Ifide. 

Sir  John*  You  fee,  Friend,  1  am  noc  Mailer  of  my 
own  Houle  y  theKefore  to  avo'd  any  Uueafinefs,  go 
down  the  Lane  about  a  quarter  of  a  Mile,  and  you’ll 
fee  a  Cobler’s  Cottage,  hay  there  a  Hr  e,  and  Fit  feed 
my  Servant  to  conduct  you  to  a  Tenant’s  Houfe,  where 
you’ll  be  well  entertain’d. 

Doft .  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I’m  your  mo  ft  humble  Ser¬ 
vant — But  as  for  your  Lady  there,  ike  Thai  1  this  Night 
feel  my  Refemment. 

Sir  John.  Come,  Madam,  -mu  and  I  ;uT  have  feme 
Conference  together. 

Lady.  Yes,  I  will  have  a  Conference  and  a  Refor¬ 
mation  too  in  thh  Home,  or  i'll  urn  it  upfide  down. 
I  will. 


fsn. 


,,a 

■  *  i 


A  T  R  VIII.  Sir  Joh 

Grant  me  ye  Powers  hut  this  Requeji 
And  lit  who  will  thr  World  conttfi 
Convey  her  to  feme  did  ant  Shore , 

Where  1  may  ne'er  behold  her  more 
Or  let  me  to J ome  Cottage fiy. 

In  Freedom's  Ann  to  I'rve  avid  die 
3  C  L  N  E.  III.  (lbe  Cooler's* 

Nell,  and  the  Doctor. 

Kell.  Pray  Sir,  mend  '•■cor  Draught,  if  you  pleafe  ; 
you  are  vei  -  welcome. 


(Exeunt. 


5m, 


Doft.  Thaiiic  you 


rdly  r 


rX 


w 


man,  and  to  re¬ 


quite  your  Civility,  „  tell  you  your .  cr.une. 
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Nell.  O,  pray,  do,  Sir ;  [  never  had  my  Fortune  told 
me  in  my  Life. 

Doft.  Let  me  behold  the  Lines  of  your  Face. 

Nell,  I’m  afraid,  Sir,  his  none  of  the  cleanefl  ;  I 
have  been  about  dirty  Work  all  this  Day. 

Doc? .  Come,  come,  his  a  good  Face,  be  not  afham’d 
of  it,  you  (hall  fhew  it  in  greater  Places  fuddenly. 

Nell.  O  dear  Sir,  I  (hall  be  mightily  afnam’d  ;  I  want 
Docity  when  I  come  before  great  Folks. 

Doft.  You  mult  be  confident,  and  fear  nothing  ;  there 
is  much  Happinefs  attends  you. 

Nell.  O  me  !  this  is  a  rare  Man  ;  Heaven  bethank’d. 

Doci.  To  morrow  before  Sun-rife  you  (hall  be  the 
happieft  Woman  in  this  Coemry.  vo 

Nell.  How,  by  To-morrow  !  alack  a  day!  Sir,  how 
can  that  be  ? 

Docl.  No  more  fh all  you  be  troubled  with  a  furly 
Hufband,  that  rails  at,  and  firaps  you. 

Nell.  Lud  1  how  c&me  he  to  know  that  ?  he  muft  be  a 
Cor  jurer  !  indeed  my  Hufband  is  fomewhat  rugged,  and 
in  his  Cups  will  beat  me,  but  it  is  not  much  ;  he’s  an 
honeft  Pains-taking  Man,  and  I  let  him  have  his  Way. 
Pray,  Sir,  take  t’other  Cup  of  Ale. 

Docl.  I  thank  you - believe  me,  To  morrow  you 

fhail  be  the  richeft  Woman  i’  h’  Hundred,  and  ride  in 
your  own  Coach. 

Nell.  O  Father  you  jeer  me. 

Doc?.  By  my  Art !  I  do  not.  But  mark  my  Words, 
be  confident,  and  bear  all  out,  or  worfe  will  follow. 

Nell.  Never  fear,  Sir,  1  warrant  you — O  Gemini! 
a  Coach. 

AIR  IX.  Send  home  my  long  ftray’d  Eyes. 

My  facetting  Heart  now  leafs  with  Joy, 

And  Riches  all  my  Thoughts  employ  : 

No  more  Jhall  People  call  me  Nell, 

Her  Lady/hip  will  do  as  well : 

Deck'd  in  my  golden ,  rich  Array , 

III  in  my  Chariot  roll  away , 

And fcine  at  Ring ,  at  Ball ,  and  Play. 

Enter  Jobfcn. 

Job.  W'here  is  this  Quean  ?  Here,  Nell !  What  a 
Pox,  are  you  drunk  with -your  Lamb’s  Wool  ? 

Nell 
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Nell.  O  Hulband  !  here’s  the  rareft  Man - — ■  he 

has  told  me  my  Fortune. 

Job .  Has  he  fo  !  and  planted  my  Fortune  too,  a  lufty 
Pair  of  Horns  upon  my  Head — Eh  l  Is’t  not  fo  ? 

Do  ft.  Thy  Wife’s  a  virtuous  W7oman,  and  thou’lt 
be  happy. - — 

Job.  Come  out,  you  hang  Dog,  you  Juggler,  you 
cheating,  bamboozling  Villain,  mult  I  be  cuckolded  by 
fuch  Rogues  as  you  are,  Mackmaticians,  and  Alman¬ 
ack-makers  ! 

Nell.  Pry’thee  Peace,  Hufband,  we  fhall  be  rich, 
and  have  a  Coach  of  our  own. 

Job .  A  Coach!  a  Cart,  a  Wheel-barrow,  you  Jade — 
by  the  Mackin,  Ihe’s  drunk,  bloody  drunk,  rnoft  con¬ 
foundedly  drunk — Get  you  to  Bed  you  Strumpet. 

(Beats  her. 

Nell.  O  Mercy  on  us!  Is  this  aTafteof  my  good 
Fortune  ? 

Doft.  You  had  better  not  have  touch’d  her  you  furly 
Rogue. 

Job.  Cut  of  my  Houfe,  you  Villain,  or  I’ll  run  my 
Awl  up  to  the  Handle  in  your  Buttocks. 

Doft.  Farewel,  you  paltry  Slave. 

Job .  Get  out  you  Rogue.  Fat//. 

SCENE  changes  to  an  open  Country. 

Doftor,  folus. 

AIR  X.  The  Spirit’s  Song  in  Macbeth . 

My  little  Spirits  novo  appear , 

Nadir  and  Abifnog  draw  near  t 
The  Time  is  floor t,  make  no  Delay , 

Then  quickly  bafte  and  come  away  : 

Nor  Moon ,  nor  Stars,  afford  their  Light , 

But  all  is  wrapt  in  gloomy  Night ; 

Both  Men  and  Beafls  to  Refl  incline , 

And  all  Things  favour  my  Deflgn . 

(Within) 

Doft.  My  flrift-Commands  be  Jure  attend. 

For  e'er  this  Night  floall  have  an  End, 

You  mufl  this  Cobler  s  Wife  transformy 
And  to  the  Knight's  the  like  perform : 

With  all  your  mo  ft  fpeciftck  Charms, 

Convey  each  Wife  to  different  Anns', 

Lei 
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Let  the  Delujion  be  fo  fir  on g , 

T hat  none  may  knew  the  Right  from  Wrong . 

All  this  we  will  with  care  perform , 

^  in  )  In  Thunder,  Lightning  and  a  Storm .  (Thunder. 

(  Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Cobler's  Houfe,  Jobfon  at 

work.  The  Bed  in  View. 

Job.  What  Devil  has  been  abroad  To-night  ?  I  ne¬ 
ver  heard  fuch  Claps  of  Thunder  in  my  Life.  I  thought 
my  little  Hovel  would  have  flown  away ;  but  now  all 
is  clear  again,  and  a  fine  Star-light  Morning  it  is.  I’ll 
fettle  myfelf  to  Work.  They  fay,  Winter’s  Thunder  is 
Summer’s  Wonder. 

AIR  IX.  Charming  Sally; 

Of  all  the  Trades  from  Eaf  to  Wef, 

The  Coblers  pajl  contending , 

Is  like  in  Time  to  prove  the  befi , 

Which  every  Day  is  mending. 

How  great  his  Praije  who  can  amend 
The  Seals  of  all  his  Neighbours , 

Nor  is  unmindful  of  his  End, 

But  to  his  Laf  fill  labours. 

Lad y.  Heyday  !  what  impudent  Ballad-finging  Rogue 
is  that,  who  dares  wake  me  out  of  my  Sleep?  I’ll  have 
you  head,  you  Rafcal. 

Job.  What  a  Pox  does  fhe  talk  in  her  Sleep  ?  or  is 
Hie  drunk  ftill  ? 

AIR  XI.  Now  ponder  well  you  Parents  dear. 

In  Bath  a  wanton  Wife  did  dwell. 

As  Chaucer  he  did  write , 

Who  wantonly  did  fpend  her  Time, 

In  many  a  fond  Delight . 

All  on  a  T'i?ne  fore  fick  fhe  was, 

And  fhe  at  length  did  die , 

And  then  her  Soul  at  Heaven  s  Gate 
Did  knock  no fl  mightily . 

Lady.  Why  Villain,  Rafcal,  Screech-Owl,  who  ma- 
kefl  a  word  Noife  than  a  Dog  hung  in  the  Pales,  ora 
Hog  in  a  high  Wind.  Where  are  all  my  Servants? 
Some  body  come  and  hamftring  this  Rogue.  ( Knocks . 

Job.  Why,  how  now,  you  brazen  Quean  !  You  muft 
get  drunk  with  the  Conjurer,  you  muft  ?  I’ll  give  you 
Money  another  Time  to  fpend  in  Lamb’s-Wool,  you 
faucy  Jade,  ihall  I  ?  Lady . 
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Lady.  Monftrous  l  I  can  find  no  Bell  to  ring. 
Where  are  my  Servants  ?  They  fhall  tofs  you  in  a 
Blanket. 

Job.  Ay.  the  Jade’s  aileep  fliil ;  the  Conjurer  told 
her  fhe  fhould  keep  her  Coach,  and  fhe  is  dreaming  of 
her  Equipage.  (Sings. 

I  will  come  in,  in  fpite  Jhe  /aid. 

Of  all  fuch  Churls  as  thee  ; 

L  hou  art  the  Caufe  of  all  our  Pain, 

Our  Grief  and  Mifery. 

\ 7 hou  firft  broke  the  Commandment , 

In  honour  f  thy  Wife , 

When  he  heard  her  fay  thefe  Words , 

He  ran  anxay  for  Life. 

Lady.  Why  Hufband  l  Sir  John  !  will  you  fufrer  me 
to  be  thus  infulted  r 

Job.  Hufband  l  Sir  John !  what-a  pox,  has  fhe 
knighted  me  ?  and  my  Name’s  Zekel  too  ;  a  good  Jeft, 
Faith. 

Lady .  Ha!  he’s  gene,  he  is  not  in  the  Bed.  Hea¬ 
ven  !  where  am  I  ?  Foh  !  what  loathfome  Smells  are 
here?  Canvafs  Sheets,  and  a  filthy  ragged  Curtain  ;  a 
beaftly  Rug,  and  a  Flock  Bed.  Am  I  awake,  or  is  it 
all  a  Dream ?  What  Rogue  is  that?  Sirrah  1  Where 
am  I  ?  Who  brought  me  hither  ?  What  Rafcal  are 
you  ? 

Job.  This  is  amazing,  I  never  heard  fuch  Words 
from  her  before.  If  I  take  my  Strap  to  you,  I’ll  make 
you  know  your  Hufband.  I’ll  teach  you  better  Man¬ 
ners,  you  faucy  Drab. 

Lady .  Oh  aftonifhing  Impudence  !  You  my  Hufband, 
Sirrah  ?  I’ll  have  you  bang’d. you  Rogue;  I’m  a  Lady. 
Let  me  know  who  has  given  me  a  fleeping  Draught, 
and  convey’d  you  hither,  you  dirty  Varlet  ? 

Job.  A  fleeping  Draught !  yes,  you  drunken  Jade, 
you  had  a  fleeping  Draught  with  a  Pox  to  you.  What, 
has  not  your  Lambs-Wool  done  working  yet  ? 

Lady .  Where  am  I  ?  Where  has  my  villainous  Huf¬ 
band  put  me  ?  Lucy,  Lettice  !  where  are  my  Queans  ? 

Job .  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  what  does  fhe  call  her  Maids  too  ? 
The  Conjurer  has  made  her  mad  as  well  as  drunk. 
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Lady.  Ke  talks  of  Conjurers !  fure  I  am  bewitched, 
Ha  !  what  Cioaths  are  here  ?  a  Lindfey  woolfey  Gown, 
a  Calicoe  Hood,  a  red  Bays  Petticoat,  I  am  remov'd 
from  my  own  Houfe  by  Witchcraft.  What  muft  I  do  r 
What  4tnll  become  of  me  r  [Horns  wind  within . 

Job .  Hark  !  the  Hunters  and  the  merry  Horns  are 
abroad.  Why  Nelly  you  lazy  Jade,  kis  break  of  Day  ; 
to  work,  to  work,  come  and  fpin,  you  Drab,  or  I’ll 
tan  your  Hide  for  you  :  What  a-pox,  muft  I  be  at 
Work  two  Hours  before  you  in  a  Morning. 

Lady.  Why,  Sirrah,  thou  impudent  Viliian,  dc’ft 
thou  not  know  me,  Rogue  ? 

Job .  Know  you,  yes,  I  know  you  well  enough,  and 
i’ll  make  you  know  me  before  I  have  done  with  you. 

Lady .  I  am  Sir  John  Lo verules  Lady ;  how  came  I 
here. 

Job.  Sir  John  Loverules  Lady  !  no,  Nelly  not  quite 
fo  bad  neither  ;  that  damn’d,  ftingy,  fanatick  Whore 
plagues  every  one  that  comes  near  her  ;  the  whole 
Country  curfes  her. 

Lady .  Nay,  then  I’ll  hold  no  longer ;  you  Rogue, 
you  infolent  Villain,  I’ll  teach  you  better  Manners. 

[Flings  Bedftajf  and  other  Things  at  him . 

Job.  This  is  more  than  ever  I  faw  by  her.  I  never 
had  an  ill  Word  from  her  before.  Come,  Strap,  I’ll 
try  your  Mettle  ;  I’ll  fober  you,  I  warrant  you,  Quean. 

[He  flraps  her ,  Jhe  flies  at  him. 

Lady .  I’ll  pull  your  Throat  out ;  I’ll  tear  out  your 
Eyes;  I’m  a  Lady  Sirrah.  Oh,  Murder!  Murder! 
Sir  John  Loverule  will  hang  you  for  this.  Murder  ! 
Murder! 

Job.  Come  Huffy  leave  Fooling,  and  come  to  your 
Spinning,  or  elfe  I'll  lamb  you,  you  ne’er  was  fo  lamb'd 
fince  you  were  an  Inch  long.  Take  it  up  you  Jade. 

[She  flings  it  down ,  he  flraps  hep. 

Lady.  Hold,  hold,  I’ll  do  any  thing. 

Job.  Oh  !  I  thought  I  fhould  bring  you  to  yourfel? 
again.  . 

Lady .  What  fhall  Ido?  I  can’t  fpin.  ( Aflde. 

Job,  I’ll  into  my  Stall ;  kis  broad  Day  now. 

(Works  and  flngri 

B  AIR 
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AIR  XIT.  Come  let  us  prepare. 

Let  Matters  cf  State 
Di/quiet  the  Great , 

The  Cohler  has  nought  to  perplex  him  ; 

Has  nought  lut  his  Wife 
To  ruffle  his  Lifey~ 

And  her  he  can  ft  rap  if 'Jhe  *vex  him , 

He's  out  cf  the  Ponjj'r  • 

Of  Fortune  that  Whore , 

Since  Iohjj  as  can  bey  Jhe  has  thrujl  him> 

From  Duns  he's  fecurey 
For  being  fo  poor 

There's  none  to  be  found  that  nxill  trufi  him. 
Heyday,  I  think  the  Jade’s  Brain  is  turn’d.  What  have 
you  forget  to  fpin,  Huffy  r 

Lady.  But  I  have  not  forgot  to  run,  I’ll  e’en  try  my 
Feet  ;  I  fhall  find  fomehody  in  the  Town,  fure  that  will 
fuccourme.  „  (She  runs  out. 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  J  O  H  N’r  Houfe>  NELL 

in  Bed \ 

What  pleafant  Dreams  I  have  had  To-night!  Me- 
ihought  I  was  in  Paradife,  upon  a  Bed  of  Voilets  and 
Rofes,  and  the  fvveeteft  Hulhand  by  my  Side.  Haf 
blefs  me,  where  am  I  now  ?  What  Sweets  are  thefe  ? 
No  Garden  in  the  Spring  can  equal  them  ;  not  new 
blown  Rofes  with  the  Morning  Dew  upon  them.  Am  I 
on  a  Bed  ?  The  Sheets  are  Sarfenet  fure,  no  Linen  was 
ever  fo  fine.  What  a  gay  filken  Robe  have  I  got  ?  Oh 
Heaven !  I  dream  !  Yet  if  this  be  a  Dream,  I  would 
not  wifh  to  wake  again.  Sure  I  died  laff  Night,  and 
went  to  Heaven,  and  this  is  it. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Now  mud  I  wake  an  Alarm  that  will  not  lie 
Hill  again  till  Mid-night,  at  fooneft  ;  the  firft  Greeting, 
I  fuppofe,  will  be  Jade,  or  Whore.  Madam  !  Madam  I 

Nell.  Oh  Gemini!  who's  this?  W7hat  do’fi  fay 
Sweet-heart  ? 

Lucy.  Sweet  heart !  Oh  Lud,  Sweet  heart !  the  beft 
Names  I  have  had  thefe  three  Months  from  her  have 
been  Slut,  or  Whore— — What  Gown  and  Ruffles  will 
your  Lady  {hip  wear  To-day  ? 
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Nell.  What  does  (he  mean  ?  Lady  (hip  !  Gown  !  and 
Ruffles !  fure  I  am  awake  ?  Oh  !  I  remember  the  cun¬ 
ning  Man,  now. 

Lucy.  Did  your  Lady  (hip  fpeak  ? 

Nell.  Ay,  Ch  Id,  Til  wear  the  fame  I  did  Yefterdayv 

Luc.  Mercy  upon  me  !  Child  !  here’s  a  Miracle  ! 

Enter  Lettice. 

Let.  Is  my  Lady  awake  r  Have  you  had  her  Shoe  or 
her  Slipper  flung  at  your  Head  yet  ? 

Lucy.  Oh,  no,  I’m  overjoy’d  ;  (he’s  in  the  kindeft 
Humour !  go  to  the  Bed  and  fpeak  to  her,  now  is  your 
Time. 

Let.  Now’s  my  Time  !  what,  to  have  another  Too.h 
beat  out.  Madam  ! 

Nell  What  dofl  fay,  my  Dear; - -O  the  Father! 

what  would  (he  have  r 

Let.  What  Work  will  your  Lady  (hip  be  pleas’d  to 
have  done  To  day  !  Shall  I  uork  Plain  w  ork  to  go  to 
my  Stiching  ? 

Nell.  Work  Child  !  ’tis  Holiday  ;  no  Work  To¬ 
day. 

Let.  Oh  Mercy  !  am  I,  or  five  awake  !  or-  do  we 

both  Dream  ? 

Lucy.  If  it  continues,  we  (hali  be  a  happy  Family. 

Let.  Your  Ladyihip's  Chocolate  is  ready. 

Nell.  Mercy  on  me!  what’s  that?  fame  Garment, 
I  fuppofe.  ( Af.de  j  Put  it  on  then.  Sweet-heart. 

Let.  Put  it  cn,  Madam  !  I  have  taken  i:  off,  ’tis 
ready  to  drink. 

Neil.  I  mean,  put  it  by,  I  don’t  care  for  drinking 
now. 

Enter  Cook. 

Cook.  Now  I  go  like  a  Bear  to  the  Stake,  to  know 
her  feurvy  Ladyfhip’s  Command  abcuc  Dinner.  How 
many  rafcally  Names  muft  i  be  call'd  ? 

Let.  Oh,  "John  Cooky  you’il  be  out  of  your  Wits  to 
find  my  Lady  in  fo  fweet  a  Temper. 

Cock.  What  a  Devil,  are  they  all  mad  ? 

Lucy.  Madam,  here’s  the  Cook  come  about  Dinner. 

Nell.  Oh  !  there’s  a  fine  Cook  !  he  looks  like  ore 
of  your  Gentlefolk  (Afde.)  Ir.deeds,  honed  Man,  I’m 
very  hungry  r.ovv,  pray  get  me  a  Uaflier  upon  the 

B  2.  Coals, 


1 8  The  Devil  to  Pay  ;  Or, 

Coals,  aPiece  of  one  Milk  Cheefe,  and  fome  white 

Bresd. 

Cook.  Hey  !  what’s  to  do  here  ?  my  Head  turns 
round  Honeft  Man !  I  look’d  for  Rogue  or  Rafcal, 
at  leaft.  She’s  ftrangely  changed  in  her  Diet,  as  well- 
as  Humour.  ( Afide.)  I’m  afraid.  Madam,  Cheefe  and 
Bacon  will  fit  very  heavy  on  your  Ladyihip’s  Stomach 
in  a  Morning.  If  you  pleafe,  Madam,  I’ll  tofs  you 
up  a  white  Fricaiee  of  Chickens  in  a  trice.  Madam  ; 
or  what  dees  your  Ladyfhip  think  of  a  Veal  Sweet¬ 
bread  ? 

Id  ell.  E’en  what  you  will,  good  Cook. 

Cook.  Good  Cook  !  good  Cook !  Ah,  ’tis  a  fweet 
Lady. 

Enter  Butler. 

Oh!  kifs  me,  Chip ,  I  am  out  of  my  Wits;  we  have 
the  kind  eft,  fweeteft  Lady. 

But.  You  (hamming  Rogue,  I  think  you  are  out  of 
your  Wits,  all  of  ye  ;  the  Maids  look  merrily  too, 

Lucy  Here’s  the  Butler,  Madam,  to  know’  your  Lady- 
fhip’s  Orders. 

Nell.  Oh  !  pray  Mr.  Butler,  let  me  have  fome  Small- 
beer  when  my  Breakfaft  comes  in. 

But.  Mr.  Butler!  Mr.  Butler!  I  {hall  be  turn’d  in¬ 
to  Stone  with  Amazement.  ( Afide.)  Would  not  your 
Lady  {hip  rather  have  a  Glafs  of  Frcntiniac ,  or  Lacrime? 

Nell.  Oh  dear!  what  hard  Names  are  there;  but  I 
mull  not  betray  myfelf.  ( Afide.)  Well,  which  you 
pleafe,  Mr.  Butler. 

Enter  Coachman. 

But.  Go,  get  you  in,  and  be  rejoiced  as  I  am. 

Coach.  The  Cook  has  been  making  his  Game,  I 
know  not  how  long.  What,  do  you  banter  too  ? 

Lucy .  Madam,  the  Coachman. 

Coach.  I  come  to  know  if  your  Ladyfhip  goes  .out 
To-day,  and  which  you'll  have,  the  Coach  or  the 
Chariot. 

Nell.  I’ll  ride  in  the  Coach,  if  you  pleafe. 

Coach.  The  Sky  will  fall,  that’s  moft  certain.  [Exit. 

Nell .  I  can  hardly  think  I  am  avyake  yet.  How  well 
pleafed  they  all  feem  to  wait  upon  me.  O  notable 
cunning  Man  !  My  Head  turns  round  ;  I  ara  quite 
giddy  with  my  own  Happinefs.  AIR. 
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AIR  XIII.  What  tho’  I  am  a  Country  Lafs. 

Tbo'  late  1  was  a  Cobiers  Wife> 

In  Cottage  mo  ft  obfcure  a, 

In  plain  Stuff'  Gown ,  and Jhort  ear  d  Coif, 

Hard  Labour  did  endure  a  : 

The  Scene  is  chang'd,  I'm  alter'd  quite , 

And  from  poor  humble  Nell  a\ 

I'll  learn  to  dance ,  to  read  and  write , 

And  from  all  bear  the  Bell  a.  t 
Enter  Sir  John  and  Gentlemen . 

-  Sir  John .  How  do  you  like  our  Spore,  Gentlemen  T 
I  think  we  have  had  a  {mart  Turn  or  Two.  Welly. 
Hunting  to  me  is  the  molt  agreeable  Diverlion,  as 
well  as  wholefomeft  Exercife  the  Country  affords. 

AIR  XIV,  Whilft  the  Town  agrees  with  Polly, 
Hounds  and  Horns  o'er  Plains  refunding , 

E  echoes  from  the  Hills  rebounding , 

Fill  the  Sportjman  s  Heart  with  Joy  ; 

Let,  while  to  the  Chafe  inviting 
Health  and  Pleafure  are  uniting , 

Fops  o'er  Pea  their  Time  deftroy. 

But.  Oh,  Sir !  here's  the  reareit  News  ? 

Lucy.  There  never  was  the  like,  Sir ;  you  will  bo 
overjoy’d  and  amaz’d. 

Sir  John.  What  are  you  mad  ?  What's  the  Matter 
with  ye  ? 

Enter  Coachman,  and  other  Servants, 

How  now  !  here’s  a  new  Face  in  my  Family  ;  what’s 
the  Meaning  of  all  this  r 

But.  Oh,  Sir !  the  Family  is  turn'd  upude  down. 
We  are  almoft  diftradled  ;  the  happiefl  People  ! 

Lucy.  Ay,  my  Lady,  Sir,  my  Lady. 

Sir  John.  What,  is  fhe  dead  ?  . 

But.  Dead  !  Heaven  fordid  ;  O  f  ihe’s  the  bed!  of 
Women,  the  fweeteft  Lady  !  • 

Sir  John.  This  is  aftonifhing !'  I  muff  go  and  enquire 
into  this  Wonder.  If  this  be  true,  I  (hail  rejoice  in¬ 
deed. 

But .  ’Tis  true,  Sir,  upon  my  Honour.  Long  live  Sir 
John  and  my  Lady  !  Huzza  !  (Exit  Sir  John, 

Enter  Nell  and  Lucy. 

Nell,  I  well  remember  the  cunning  Man  w§n/d  me 

B  3  Mo 
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to  bear  all  oat  with  Confidence,  or  worfe,  he  fa  Id  ^ 
would  follow.  1  am  afham’d,  and  know  not  what  to 
do  with  all  this  Ceremony  ;  I  am  amaz'd,  and  out  of 
my  Senfes.  I  look'd  in  the  Glafs,  and  faw  a  gay  fine 
Thing  I  knew  not ;  methought  my  Face  was  not  at  all 
like  that  I  have  feen  at  home  in  a  Piece  of  Looking- 
Glafs  fattened  againtt  the  Cupboard.  But  great  Ladies 
they  fay,  have  flattering  GlaiTes,  and  fhew  them  fa? 
unlike  themfelves,  whilft  poor  Folks  Glafles  reprefentL 
them  e’en  juft  as  they  are. 

AIR  XV.  When  I  was  a  Dame  of  Honour, 

Fine  Ladies  nxith  an  artful  Grace ^ 

Di  guije  each  native  Feature ; 

Whilft  flattering  Glajfes  Jhevo  the  Face »  ' 

As  ?nade  by  Art ,  net  Nature  : 

But  vue  poor  Folks  in  home  fpun  Grey, 

By  Patch  nor  WaOdes  tainted, 

Look  frejh  and  jvceeter  far  than  they , 

That  ft  ill  are  finely  painted. 

Lucy .  O  Madam  !  here’s  my  Matter  juft  return’d  from 
Hunting. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

NelL  O  Gemini !  this  good  Gentleman  my  Huf- 
band  ! 

Sir  John .  My  Dear,  I  am  overjoy’d  to  fee  my  Fa¬ 
mily  thus  sranfported  with  Ecftacy,  which  you  occa- 
hon’d. 

Nell.  Sir,  I  fhall  always  be  proud  to  do  every  thing 
that  may  give  you  Delight and  your  Family  Satisfac¬ 
tion. 

Sir  John.  By  Heav’n  !  I  am  charm’d  ;  dear  Crea¬ 
ture  if  thou  continued:  thus,  I  had  rather  enjoy  thee 
than  the  Indies .  But  can  this  be  real  ?  May  I  believe 

my  Senfes  ? 

Nell.  All  that’s  good  above  can  Witnefs  for  me,  I 

am  in  earneiL 

Sir  John.  Pttfe  my  deareft.  Now  am  I  happy  indeed 
—Where  are  my  Friends,  my  Servants  r  call  them  a  13, 
and  let  them  be  Witneftes  of  my  Happinefs. 

(  Exeunt . 

NelL  O  Lud  !  how  fhall  I  behave  myfeif — — -Heaven 
prefer ve  my  Wits. 


Alii 
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AT  R  XVI.  ’Twas  within  a  Furlong,  C5V. 

Nell.  0  charming  cunning  Man  thou  haft  been  wondrous 
■  *  • ,  ~(kind» 

And  all  thy  golden  Words  do  now  prove  true,  1  find  ; 

T en  thoufand  n  ran/ports  wait, 

*1 0  crown  ?ny  happy  State , 

Thus  kijYd  and prefsd. 

And  doubly  blcfs' d  • 

In  all  this  Pomp  and  State - 
New  Scenes  of  J  oy  arife , 

Which  fill  me  with  Surprize 
My  Reck,  an  cl  Reel, 

And  [pinning  Wheel, 

Arid  Hujband  1  defpife ; 

When  Job  Ton,  now  adieu, . 

T  hy  Coblirg  fill  purfue ;  • 

For  hence  1  will  not,  cannot ,  no,  nor  mufi  not  buckle  cot, 

(  Exit* 

SCENE  Job  Ton’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Was  ever  Lady  yet  fo  miferable  ?  I  can’t  make 
one  Soul  in  the  Village  acknowledge  me  ;  they  fure  are 
all  of  the  Confcpiracy.  This  wicked  Hufband  of  mine 
has  laid  a  aevilifh  Plot  againft  me  ;  I  muft  at  prefentfub- 
mit,  that  I  may  hereafter  have  an  Opportunity  of  exe¬ 
cuting  my  Defign.  Here  comes  the  Rogue;  I’ll  have 
him  ftrangled ;  but  now  I  mull  yield. 

Enter  Jobfon. 

Cob.  Come  on,  Nell,  art  thou  come  to  thyfelf  yet  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  I  thank  you,  L  wonder  what  I  ail’d ;  this 
cunning  Man  has  put  Powder  in  my  Drink,  moll  cer¬ 
tainly. 

Cob.  Powder  !  the  Erewer  put  good  Store  of  Powder 
of  Mault  in  it,  that’s  all.  Powder,  quoth,  fhe  !  Ha, 
ha,  ha  ! 

Lady.  I  never  was  To  all  the  Days  of  my  Life. 

Cob.  Wasfo,  no,  nor  1  hope  ne'er  will  be  To  again,  to 
put  me  to  the  Trouble  of  ftrapping  you  fo  devilifhly . 

Lady .  I  ll  have  that  right  Hand  cut  off  for  that. 
Rogue.  ( Afide)  You  was  unmerciful  to  bruife  me  fo. 

Cob*  Well,  1  ’m  going  to  Sir  John  Lwerule's;  all  his 

Tenants 
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Tenants  are  invited  ;  there’s  to  be  rare  Fealting  and 
Ravelling,  and  open  Houfe  kept  for  three  Mr.uhs. 

Lady.  Hufband,  {han’t  I  go  with  you  ? 

Cob.  What'  the  Devil  ails  thee  now  r  Did  I  not  tell 
thee  but  Yefterday,  I  wou’d  ftrap  rhee  for  defiring  to  go, 
and  art  thou  at  it  again,  with  a  Pox  ? 

Lady.  What  does  the  Villain  mean  by  Strapping, 
and  Yefterday  ? 

Cob.  Why,  1  have  been  marry ’d  but  fix  Weeks,  and 
you  long  to  make  me  a  Cuckold  already.  Stay  at  home 
and  be  hangrd,  there  is  good  cold  Pie  in  the  Cupboard, 
but  I’ll  truft  thee  no  more  with  ftrong  Beer,  Huffy. 

(  Exit - 

Lady.  Well,  I’ll  not  be  long  after  you  ;  fure  I  fliall 
get  fome  of  my  own  Family  to  know  me,  they  can’s, 
be  all  in  this  wicked  Plot. 

AIR  XVII.  The  Beudgeon  is  a  fine  Trade* 

Lb  o'  ravijtid from  my  HuflancC  s  Arms, 

To  dwell  in  Stench  and  Pain , 

Til  break  thro  all  their  Magic  Charms, 

And  Liberty  regain. 

Then fweet  Revenge  Jhall  calm  my  Woes, 

And  every  Grief  affwjage ; 

Whiljl  all  who  did  my  Blifs  oppofe,. 

Shall  feel  my  povSrful  Rage .  [Exit*. 

SCENE,  Sir  John’s. 

Sir  John  and  Company  difcoverd. 

AIR  XVIII.  Bacchus  one  Day  gayly  It  riding. 

Thus  well  drown  all  Melancholy , 

In  a  Glafs  cf  genrous  Wine  ; 

Let  dull  Pools  indulge  their  Polly 
And  at  Cares  of  Life  repine  : 

But  the  brave  and  noble  Spirit 
Scorns  fuch  mean  ignoble  Views  ; 

Whiljl  the  World  proclaims  his  Merit,. 

He  fublimer  Joys  purfues . 

AIR  XIX.  Duetto . 

John.  Was  ever  Man  potfeft  cf 
So  fweet  fa  kind  a  Wife  / 

'  "  Nell 


Sir  John. 
Nell. 

Sir  John. 
Nell. 
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Nell.  Dear  Sir ,  you  make  me  proud : 

Be  you  but  kind, 

And  you  Jhall  find 
All  the  Good  1  can  boajl  of 
Shall  end  but  with  Life. 

Give  me  thy  Lips  ; 

Firfi  let  ?ne,  dear  Sir ,  wipe  'em  ; 

Was  ever  fo  fweet  a  Wife  !  [Killing  her, 
F hank  y;u,  dear  Sir  ! 

I  vow  and protefl, 

1  ne  er  was  fo  kift ; 

Again,  Sir  ! 

A  pain  and  again  my  Dear  eft  : 

0  may  it  laft  for  Life  f 
Id  hat  Joy  thus  to  enfold  thee  ! 

Nell.  What  Plea  ure  to  behold  thee  ! 

Inclin'd  again  to  kifs  ! 

How  ravi/hi  g  the  Btijs  ! 

Nell.  1  li tt/e  thought  this  Morning , 

'I would  ever  co?ne  to  this . 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady .  Here’s  a  fine  Rout  and  Rioting  ! 

Butler,  you  Rogue. 

But.  Why,  how  now  ?  Who  are  you  ? 

Lady .  impudent  Varlet  !  don’t  you  know  your 
Lady  ? 

But.  Lady  ?  here,  turn  this  mad  Woman  out  of 
Doors. 


Sir  John. 


q; 


ir 


John. 


Da  Capo. 
You,  Sirrah, 


Lady.  You  Rafcal,  take  that,  Sirrsh. 

( Flings  a  Glafs  at  him. 
Foot.  Have  a  Care,  Huffy,  there's  a  good  Pump 
without,  we  will  cool  your  Courage  for  you. 

Lady.  You  Luc ,  have  you  forgot  me  too,  you 
Minx  ? 


Lucy.  Forgot  you,  Woman  ;  why,  I  never  remem¬ 
ber’d  you,  I  never  faw  you  before  in  my  Life. 

Lady.  Oh  the  wicked  Slut  !  i’ll  give  you  Caufe  to  re¬ 
member  me,  I  will,  Huffy.  (Fulls  her  Headcloaths  oft. 

Lucy.  Murder!  Murder!  Help!' 

Sir  John.  How  row,  what  Uproar’s  this  ? 

Lady.  You,  Lett  ice,  you  Slut, ^  won’t  you  know  me  nei¬ 
ther  ?  [Strikes  her . 

Lett . 
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Lett.  Help,  help - 

Sir  John.  What’s  to  do  there  ? 

But.  Why,  Sir,  here’s  a  mad  Woman  calls  herfelf  my 
Lady,  and  is  beating  and  cuffing  us  all  around, 

Sir  John .  [To  Lady)  Thou  my  Wife  !  poor  Creature, 
I  pity  thee  ;  I  never  favv  thee  before. 

Lady .  Then  it  is  vain  to  expedt  Redrefs  from  thee, 
thou  wicked  Contriver  of  all  my  Mifery. 

Kell.  How  am  I  amaz’d  !  C*in  that  be  I,  there  is  my 
Cloaths,  that  have  made  all  this  Difturbance  ?  and  yet 
I  am  here,  to  my  ;hinking  in  thefe  fine  Cloaths.  How 
can  this  be  ?  1  am  fo  confounded  and  affrighted,  that 
I  begin  to  vvifh  I  was  with  Zekel  Jebfon  again. 

Lady.  To  whom  ihall  I  apply  myfeif,  or  whither  can 
I  fly  ?  Heaven!  What  do  I  fee  r  Is  not  that  I,  yonder 
in  my  Gown  and  Petticoat  i  wore  Yefterday  ?  How  can 
it  be  ?  I  cannot  be  in  two  Places  at  once. 

Sir  John.  Poor  Wrretch  !  ihe’s  hark  mad. 

Lady.  What  in  the  Devil’s  Name,  was  here  before 
I  came  ?  Let  me  look  in  the  Glafs.  Oh  Heavens  !  I’m 
aftonifh’d,  I  don’t  know  myfeif  r  If  this  be  I  that  the 
Glafs  fhews  me,  I  never  faw  myfeif  before. 

Sir  John.  What  incoherent  Madnefs  is  this  ? 

Enter  lobfon. 

Lady.  There  that’s  the  Devil  in  my  Likenefs,  who. 
has  robbed  me  of  my  Countenance.  Is  he  here  too  ? 

Job.  Ay,  Huffy,  and  here’s  my  Strap  you  Quean, 

'Nell.  O  dear  !  I’m  afraid  my  Hufband  will  beat  me, 
that  am  on  t’other  flee  the  Room  there. 

Job.  I  hope  your  Honours  will  pardon  her.  (he  was 
drinking  with  a  Conjurer  laft  Night,  and  has  been  mad 
ever  fince,  and  calls  herfelf -my  Lady  Lever  ule. 

Sir  John.  Poor  Woman  !  take  Care  of  her ;  do  not 
hurt  her,  f$e  may  be  cur’d  of  this. 

Nell.  O  !'  pray  Zekel,  don’t  beat  me. 

Sir  John.  What  fays  my  Laver  Does  fhe  infecl  thee 
with  Madnefs  too  ? 

Nell.  I  am  not  well,  pray  lead  me  in  r 

(Exeunt  Neil  and  Maid. 

Job.  I  befeech  ycur  Worlhip  don’t  take  it  ill  of  me, 
fhe  (hall  never  trouble  you  more. 

Sir  John.  Take  her  home  and  ufe  her  kindly. 

Ta  dy* 
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Lady .  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Exeunt  Jobfon  and  Lady . 

Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  the  Do&or  who  call’d  here  lad  Night,  de* 
fires  you  will  give  him  leave  to  fpeak  a  Word  or  two 
with  you  upon  very  earned  Bufinefs. 

Sir  John .  What  can  this  mean  ?  Bring  him  in. 

Enter  Do&or. 

Doft.  Lo !  on  my  Knees,  Sir,  1  beg  Forgivenefs  for 
what  I  have  done,  and  put  my  Life  into  your  Hands. 

Sir  John .  What  mean  you  ? 

Do  ft.  I  have  exercis'd  my  magick  Art  upon  your 
Lady;  I  know  you  have  too  much  Honour  to  take 
away  my  Life,  fince  I  might  have  dill  conceal’d  it, 
had  I  pleas'd. 

Sir  John.  You  have  now  brought  me  a  Glimpfe  of 
Mifery  too  great  to  bear.  Is  all  my  Happinefs  then 
turn’d  into  Vi&on  only  ? 

Doft.  I  beg  you  fear  not ;  if  any  Harm  comes  on  it , 
I  freely  give  you  leave  to  hang  me. 

Sir  John .  Inform  me  of  what  you  have  done. 

Doft .  I  have  -transform’d  your  Lady’s  Face,  fo  that 
{he  feems  the  Cobler’s  Wife,  and  have  charm’d  her 
Face  into  the  Likenefs  of  my  Lady’s;  and  lad  Nignt 
when  the  Storm  arofe,  my  Spirits  convey’d  them  to 
each  other’s  Bed. 

Sir  John .  O  Wretch  1  thou  had  undone  me,  I  am 
fallen  from  the  Height  of  all  my  Hopes,  and  mud  dill 
be  curs’d  with  a  tempeduous  Wife,  a  Fury  whom  I 
never  knew  quiet  fince  I  had  her. 

Doft .  If  that  be  all,  I  can  continue  the  Charm  for 
both  their  Lives. 

Sir  John.  Let  the  Event  be  what  it  will,  I’ll  hang  you 
if  you  do  not  end  the  Lharm  this  Indant. 

Doft.  I  will  this  Minute,  Sir;  and  perhaps  you’ll 
find  it  theluckiedof  your  Life;  I  can  allure  yen,  your 
Lady  will  prove  the  better  for  it. 

Sir  John.  Hold,  there's  one  material  Circumdance 
I’d  know. 

Deft.  Your  Pleafure  Sir  ? 

Sir  John ,  Perhaps  the  Cobler  has  -  -you  underdaud 
me  ? 

Doft  e 
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Doft.  I  do  aflure  you  No  ;  for  e’er  {he  was-  convey’d 
to  his  Bed,  the  Cobler  was  got  up  to  work,  and  he  has 
done  nought  but  beat  her  ever  fince,  and  you  are  like  to 
reap  the  Fruits  of  his  Labour.  He’ll  be  with  you  in  a 
Minute  :  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Jobfon. 

Sir  John.  So  Jobfon ,  where’s  your  Wife  ? 

Job .  And  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  {he’s  here  at  the 
Door,  but  indeed  i  thought  1  had  loft  her  juft  now;  for 
as  ftie  came  into  the  Hall,  {he  fell  into  fuch  a  Swoon, 
that  I  thought  fhe  would  never  come  out  on’t  again  ; 
but  a  Tweak  or  two  by  the  Nofe,  and  half  a  Dozen 
Straps  did  the  Bufmefs  at  iaft.  Here,  where  are  you, 
Houfe  wife. 

Enter  Lady. 

Butler  holds  the  Candle ,  but  lets  it  fall  *when  he  fees  her . 

But.  O  Heaven  and  Earth  !  is  this  my  Lady  ? 

Job .  What  does  he  fay  ?  my  Wife  chang’d  to  my 
Lady  ! 

Cook,  Ay,  I  thought  the  other  was  too  good  for  our 
Lady. 

Lady  (to  Sir  John)  Sir,  you  are  the  Perfon  I  have 
moft  offended,  and  here  confefs  I  have  been  the  worft 
of  Wives  in  every  Thing,  but  that  I  always  kept  my- 
felf  chafte.  If  you  can  vouchfafe  once  more  to  take 
me  to  your  Bofom,  the  Remainder  of  my  Days  {hall 
joyfully  be  fpent  in  Duty,  and  Obfervance  of  your 

win.  ' 

Sir  John.  Rife  Madam,  I  do  forgive  you  ;  and  if  you 
are  fmcere  in  what  you  fay,  you’ll  make  me  happier 
than  all  the  Enjoyments  in  the  World  without  you  cou’d 
do. 

Job.  What  a  pox  !  am  I  to  lofe  my  Wife  thus  ? 

Enter  Lucy  and  Lettice. 

Lucy .  Oh,  Sir,  the  ftrangeft  Accident  has  happen’d, 
it  has  amaz’d  us;  my  Lady  was  in  fo  great  a  Swoon,  we 
thought  fhe  had  been  dead. 

Let .  And  when  fnecame  toherfelf,  {he  prov’d  another 
Woman. 

Job.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  Bull,  a  Bull. 

Lucy.  She  is  fo  chang’d  I  knew  her  not ;  I  never  faw 
her  Face  before ;  O  Lud  !  is  this  my  Lady  ? 


Let 
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Let.  We  (hall  be  maul’d  again. 

Lucy.  I  thought  our  Happinefs  was  too  great  to  lad. 

Lady.  Fear  not,  my  Servants.  It  (hall  hereafter  be 
my  Endeavour  to  make  you  happy. 

Sir  John .  Perfevere  in  this  Refolution,  and  we  (hall 
be  bled  indeed;  the  other  was  a  falfe  and  fhort-liv’d 
Joy,  but,  this,  I  hope,  will  continue  for  Life. 

Lady .  May  Heaven  blaft  me,  if  once  I.  alter  from 
my  Purpofe,  or  ever  contradict  your  Will  again. 

Sir  John .  Then  am  I  bled,  this  is  a  Day  of  Wonders 
indeed. 

Enter  NelL 

Nell.  My  Head  runs  round,  I  mud  go  home.  O 
Zekel!  are  you  there  ? 

Job.  O  Lud  !  is  that  fine  Lady  my  Wife  ?  I’gad  I  am 
afraid  to  come  near  her.  What  can  be  the  Meaning  of 

this  ? 

Sir  John.  This  is  a  happy  Change,  and  I’ll  have  il 
celebrated  with  all  the  Joy  I  proclaim’d- for  the. late  fhort 
liv’d  Vifion. 

Lady .  To  me  ’cis  the  happied  Day  I  ever  knew. 

Sir  John.  Here  JobJon ,  take  thy  fine  Wife. 

Job.  But  one  Word,  Sir — - — Did  not  your  Worfhip 
make  me  a  Cuckold,  under  the  Rofe. 

Sir  John .  No  upon  my  Honour,  nor  ever  kid  her 
Lips  till  I  came  from  Hunting ;  but  fince  fhe  has  been 
a  Means  of  bringing  about  this  happy-Change,  I’ll  give 
thee  five  hundred  Pounds  home  with  her;  go  buy  a 
Stock  of  Leather. 

Job.  Brave  Boys !  I’m  a  Prince,  the  Prince  of  Cob- 
lers.  Come  hither  and  kifs  me,  NelL  I’ll  never  drap 
thee  more. 

Nell.  Indeed,  Zekel ,  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  Dream, 
that  I’m  quite  weary  of  it.  Forfooth,  Madam,  will 
you  pleafe  to  take  your  Cloaths,  and  let  me  have  mine 
again. 

Job.  Hold  your  Tongue,  you  Fool,  theyTl  ferve  you 
to  go  to  Church  in.  ( Jfide . 

Lady  No,  thou  (halt  keep  them,  and  I’ll  preferve  thine 
as  Reliques. 

Job.  And  can  your  good  Ladyfhip  forgive  my  Strap-, 
ing  your  Honour  fo  very  much  l 

'<  LaJ>. 
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Lady.  Moft  freely.  The  Joy  of  this  bleffed  Change 
fets  all  Things  right  again.  6 

Sir  Jcbn  Let  us  forget  every  Thing  thft  is  pail 
and  think  of  nothing  now  but  Joy  and  Pieafure.  *  * 


Lady. 


AIR  XX.  Hey  Boys  up  go  we 
Let  ev'ry  Face  with  Smiles  appear . 

Be  Joy  in  evry  Breafi, 

Since  from  a  Life  of  Pain  and  Care, 

We  now  are  truly  blefi% 


Sir ,  John,  May  no  Remembrance  of  paflTime, 

Our  frefent  Pleafures  foil. 

Be  nought  hut  Mirth  and  Joy  a  Crime , 
And  S porting  all  our  T oiL 


Job. 


1  hope  you'll  give  me  leave  to  fpeak , 

If  1  may  be  fo  bold ; 

There's  nought  but  the  Devil  and  this  good  Strap, 
Could  ever  tame  a  Scold \ 


FIN!  S; 
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Dramatis  Perfonx-. 

M  E  N. 

Gay  love,  a  young  Barrifter,  in  Love  with 

Arbella. 

Muckworm,  Uncle  and  Guardian  to  Arbella. 

Sapjcull ,  a  Country  Squire,  intended  for 

Arbella. 

Slango,  Servant  to  Gaylove,  an  arch  Fellow. 
Blunder ,  Servant  to  Sapfcull ,  a  Clown. 

WOMEN. 

Arbella,  Niece  to  Muckworm ,  in  Love 

w'ith  Gaylove. 

Cmbrujh,  her  Maid,  a  pert  one. 

The  Lines  marked  thus  (“)  are 
generally  left  out  in  the  Reprefen tation, 


PROLOGUE. 

r'HE  G  reals  the  Good ,  the  Wife  in  every  age* 
Have  made  a  moral  mirror  of  the  page  ; 

While  to  the  Jhame  and  fp'tie  of  tafeljs  fools  y 
T  errence  fill  reigns  a  C  la  fie  in  our  fchools  : 

But  novo  the  DRAM  A  fears  a  Jad  decline , 

And peevijh  hypocrites  its  fall  combines 
From  fi age  to  fnge ,  behold  o  r  author  tofi  d. 

And ,  but  for  you,  his  genius  crujb' d  and  loft. 

No  Wilk  s,  no  Booth!  his  labours  to  reouife. 

He  here  takes  Jkelttr ,  fuUies  to  delight. 

But  to  our  FARCE. - It  has  a  double  aim, 

To  honour  wedlock,  and  put  fools  to  Jhame  , 

Folly  and  prejudice ,  too  near  a  kin, 

Supply  pert  coxcombs  with  external  grin  j 
So  infinitely  fupid  is  whofe  mirth y 
fheyll  ridicule  one"' s  very  place  of  birth , 

And  cry ,  An  Honeft  Yorkfhire-Man  !  a  \vonder  ! 

But  let  them  foot  their  bolts ,  let  blockheads  blunder % 
'The  glorious  heroes  of  the  Yorkfhire  line , 

V  3  time'' s  lafi period Jhall  in  annals  Jhine  ; 

While  fana  ring  ftaves ,  who  woutd thofe  honours  blot. 
Shall  unregarded  live —  ■  —  and  die  forgot . 

Mean  and  unmanly  is  fuch  partial  fpite , 

Averje  to  nature  s  laws ,  to  reafon  s  light ; 

All  fellow- creatures,  fure  jbould  facial  be. 

Nay ,  even  to  brutes  we  owe  humanity. 

Our  author  does  in  virtue'' s  caufi  engage , 

In  hopes  to  make  her  Jhine  upon  the  fiage  , 

A  modejl  entertainment  we  intend. 

Willing  to  pltaje,  yet  fearful  t  j  offend , 

Indulge  us  therefore,  if  you  can  t  commend. 


E  P  I- 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  Cantrell,  the 
Three  Firft  Nights. 


MARRIAGE  of  human  foetal  fates  the  bef. 

Has  been  too  long  the  coxcomb's  common  jef9 
While  worn-out  reprobates  and  filly  boys , 

Unworthy ,  as  unknowing  of  its  joys, 

Loudly  exclaim  again ft  the  nuptial  life , 

Extol  the  harlot ,  but  cry  down  the  wife , 

To  fuch  extr earns  their  fawcy  fneers  are  carry  d, 

One  wou  d  conclude  their  mothers  dy'd  nnmarry'd . 

To  Virtue' $  glory  fee  the  God  and  Great, 

Set  bright  examples  of  the  marriage  ftate* 

Behold  our  fovereign  Lord  com  pie  at  ly  blef. 

And  in  his  Cfueenof  all  that* s  good po/fef  : 

In  hi s  i  llu f Mo  u  s  Confort  Caroline, 

All  virtues ,  all  perfections  jplendidjhine. 

Thd  plac'd  in  the  fublimity  of  life , 

Still  a  fond  mother ,  fill  a  tender  wife . 

Pattern  of  virtue  and  connubial  love, 

A  finifh' d  copy  of  the  blef  above. 

Ladies ,  }  now  mufl  plead  the  poet's  caufe, 

He's  your  old  champion — - fhall  he  have  applaufe  ? 

If  valure  for  our  fix  can  recommend , 

He  i  known  by  all  to  be  a  woman  s  friend. 


THE 


THE 

Honed  Yorkfhire-Man. 


SCENE,  an  Appartment  in  Muckworm’s 

Houfe. 

Arbella.  Combrush, 

A  I  R  I.  By  Signior  Porpcra. 

Arbella. 


Cur!  d  ftek  my  Lover, 

^/\  Waft  ci  thou  fan  d  fighs  from  mt'y 

sV  G  Mjj  All  my  tendtr  Fears  difcwer, 

%<r  v^/  Bid  him  ha  fie  ! - 

O  hid  him  hafle  and  fet  me  fret . 


Jtt/A 


Combrufh  ! 

Comb,  Mam. 

Arb.  No  News  from  Gey  love  yet? 

Comb.-  Not  a  Tittle,  Ma'am. 

Arb.  It  quite  diftra&s  me. 

Comb.  And  everv  Body  elfe,  Ma'am  ;  for  when  you 
are  out  of  Humour, one  may  as  well  be  out  of  theWorld* 
Well !  th  is  Love  is  a  Grange  thing  ;  when  once  it  gets 
PonelTion  of  a  young  Lady’s  Heart,  it  turns  her  Head 
quite  topfy-turvy,  and  makes  her  our  of  Humour  with 
every  Body. — I'mfure  I  have  reafon  to  fay  fo. 
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Arb .  Prithee  leave  your  nonfenfe,  and  tell  me  fome- 
thing  of  Gay  lev  e. 

Comb.  All  I  can  tell  you,  Ma’m,  is,  that  he  is  dark 
daring  mad  for  love  of  you.  But  this  confounded 
Uncle  of  yours- — 

Arb.  What  of  him  ? 

Comb.  Has  juft  received  News  of  the  Arrival  of  a 
rich  Country 'Squire  out  of  Torkjhhe  ;  which  Country 
‘Squire  is  cut  out  for  your  Husband. 

Arb.  They  that  cut  a  Husband  out  for  me,  {hall  cut 
him  out  of  better  Stuff,  I  allure  you. 

AIR  II.  In  vain,  dear  Cloe,  Sec. 

Shall  1  fiand  and  tamely  fee 
Such  Smithfield  Bargains  made  of  me  P 
Is  not  my  heart  my  own  ? 

1  hate ,  I  /corn  their  clownijh  'Squire, 

Nor  Lord \  or  Duke,  do  1  de fire. 

But  him  I  love  alone. 

Comb.  Well  laid,  Ma’am,  I  love  a  Woman  of  fpirit; 
A  I  R  III.  Hark  !  away,  ’tis  the  merry  ton’d  Horn. 
Why  Jhould wome?i  fo  much  be  control' d  ? 

Why  Jhould  Men  with  our  Rights  make  fo  bold  ? 
Let  the  Battle  ’ twixt  fexes  be  try  d. 

We j, hall  foon  prove  the  ftrongejl  fide. 

Then  fiand  to  your  Arms, 

And  trnfi  to  your  Charms , 

Soon  whi ni ng ,  a nd pir.i ng 
The  Men  will  purfue  ; 

But  if  you  grow  tame. 

They'll  ?nake you  their  game, 

And  prove  perfedi  tfyrants 
If  once  they  fubdue . 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE,  a  Street  near  the  Houfe. 


Gaylove  and  Slango. 

Gayl .  No  Way  to  get  at  her  ? 

Slang.  The  Devil  a  Bit,  Sir  ?  old  Muckworm  has  cut 
off  all  communicanion  :  But  1  have  worfe  News  to  tell 
you  yet. 

Gayl.  That's  impoffible. 

Slang.  Your  Miftrefs  is  to  be  married  to  another, 
and  that  quickly.  Gayl. 
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GayL  Married  !  you  furprize  me  ;  to  whom  ? 

Slang .  To  ’Squire  Sapfcull  a  Torkfhire  Gentleman, 
of  a  very  great  Eftate. 

GayL  Confufion  !  Can  (he  be  fo  falfe  ?  to  Sapfcull  l 

I  know  him  well,  of  Sapfcull- hall - 1  was  born 

within  a  mile  and  a  half  of  the  Place ;  his  Father  is 
the  greateft  Rogue  in  the  Country,  the  very  Man  I  am 
now  fueing  for  what  my  late  Brother  mortgag’d  to  him, 
when  I  was  a  Student  at  Cambridge.  Is  he  not  content 
to  withhold  my  Right  from  me,  but  he  mull  feek  to  rob 
me  of  the  only  Happinefs  I  defire  in  Life  ? 

AIR  IV.  The  Charms  of  Florimel. 

I.  My  charming  Arabell, 

To  make  thee  mine  fecure , 

What  would  not  I  endure  ? 

'Tis  pajl  the  Power  of  To?igue  to  telly 
The  Lonje  I  bear  my  Arabell. 

II.  No  human  Force  fhall  quell 

My  Faff  on  for  my  Dear , 

Can  Lonje  be  too  jlncere  ? 

Tdfooner  take  of  Life  fare*well> 

Than  of  ?ny  dearejl  Arabell. 

Is  there  no  Way  to  prevent  this  Match  :  You  were 
not  us’d  to  be  thus  barren  of  Invention. 

Slang.  Nor  am  I  now.  Sir  ?  your  humble  Servant 

has  invented  already  —  and  fuch  a  Scheme - 

GayL  How  [  which  Way  dear  Slango  ? 

Slang.  Why  thus— —I  mull  perfonate  Arbella, 
(with  this  fweet  Face)  and  you  her  Uncle, under  which 
Difguifes  we  may  intercept  the  Country  ’Squire,  and 

get  his  Credentials ;  eqaipt  with  which,- - 1  leave 

you  to  guefs  the  reft. 

GayL  Happy  Invention  !  Succefs  attend  it. 

Slang.  I  can’t  fay  Amen  !  though  I’d  do  any  thing 
to  ferveyou.  Do  you  know  the  Refuit  Sir  ?  no  lefs  than 
the  Forfeiture  your  dear  Liberty.  Have  you  forgot 
the  Song  o f  the  Dog  and  the  Bone  ? 

[N.B.  'The  f  llowung  Song  is  taken  from  Mr.  Worf 
dale's  Cure  for  a  Scold ,  inferted  here  by  his  Permif- 
fion,  and  very  proper  to  be  fung  in  this  Place,  by 
SlangOy  for  the  future.] 

T  une> 
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Tune,  When  the  bright  God  of  Day. 

L 

Whoe'er  to  a  Wife 
Is  link' d for  his  Life , 

Is  plac'd  in  mo  ft  wretched  Conditions 

Thd  plagud  with  her  Tricks, 

Like  a  B lifter  Jhe  flicks , 

And  Death  is  his  only  Phjftcian. 

Andy  Sec.  II. 

To  trifle  and  toy , 

May  give  a  Man  Joy, 

When  fummon  d  by  Love  or  by  Beauty  5 
But,  where  is  the  B lifts  in 
Our  Conjugal  Ki fling, 

When  Paftfion  is  prompted  by  Duty . 

When,  See.  III. 

The  Cur  who  poftf efts'  d 
Oft  Mutton  the  beftt, 

A  Bone  he  could  leave  at  his  Pleafture : 

But  if  to  his  Tail 
’ Tis  ty  d  without  Fail , 

He's  harrajs'd  and  pl&gu  d  beyond  Meafture . 

He's,  Sec. 

Gayl.  I  am  now  of  a  contrary  Opinion  ,  Vice  looks 
io  hateful,  and  Virtue  fo  amiable  in  my  Eyes,  efpeci- 
ally  as  Vis  the  ready  Road  to  true  Happinefs,  I  am  re- 
folv’d  to  purfue  it’s  Paths.  A  regular  Life,  and  a 
good  Wife  for  me: 

AIR  V.  Anfwer  to  the  above  Song. 

To  the  fame  T  une. 

I. 

That  Man  who  for  Life, 

Is  bl efts' d  in  a  Wife  ? 

Is  Jure  in  a  happy  Condi  tics:  3 

Gj  Thi  ns  how  they  will, 

Che  flicks  by  him  flill. 

She's  C  .  er.  Friend  and  P  by  ft  dan. 

She's,  Sc  c. 

II- 

pya)  where  is  the  Joy , 

To  ir  file  and  Toy, 

Yet  dread  font  if  after  from  Beauty  ! 


But 


9 


The  Honeji  Yorkshire-Mak. 

But /weet  is  the  blifs , 

Of  a  Conjugal  Kifs, 

Where  Love  mingles  Pleafure  with  Duty\ 

Where ,  &c.  III. 

One  extravagant  whore. 

Shall  cojl  a  Man  more , 

Than  twenty  good  wives  who  are  faving  ; 

For  wives  they  will  /pare , 

That  their  Children  may  fhare, 

Put  whores  are  eternally  craving. 

But,  &c.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,  another  Street. 

Sapfcull  and  Blunder,  faring  about, 

Sapf  W  uns-lent !  what  a  mortal  big  place  this  fame 

London  is  ?  ye  man  ne’er  fee  End  on':,  for  fure - 

Bouden  upon  Houfen,  Folk  upon  Folk — one  would 
admire  where  they  did  grow  all  of  ’em. 

Blund.  Ay,  Mailer,  and  this  is  nought  to  what  you’ll 
fee  an  by,  and  ye  go  to  T ower  ye  mun  fee  great  hugeous 
Ships  as  tall  as  Houfen ;  Then  you  mun  go  to  play  hou¬ 
fen.  and  there  be  no  lefs  nor  fix  of  'em,  a  hopeful  Com¬ 
pany,  o’  my  Confcience.  There  you’ll  fee  your  comical 
1  ragedies,  and  your  Uproars,  and  Roatoribuftes,  and 
hear  Fardinella,  that  fings  Solfa  better  nor  our  Mini- 
ider  Choir- men:  And  more  than  that,  ye  mun  ha’ your 
Choice  of  the  praltieft  Laftes,  ye  e’er  fet  Een  on. 

Sapf.  By  th’  Mefs,  and  I’ll  be  fomebody  among  ’em 

— fo  I  will - -But  how  mun  we  find  out  this  fame 

Sir  Penurious  Mucbtworm  ? 

Blund .  Ye  mun  look  to  Letter  for  that. 

Sapf.  Letter  Says,  G-r-o-z  Groz-v-e-ve-n-e*e-r-neer 
Grozveneer  Square ;  but  how  mun  we  know  where  this 
fame  Grozveneer  Square  is  ? 

Blund.  Why  ye  mun  aik  Oftler  for  that,  he’ll  fet  you 
right  for  fure :  For  your  London  Oftlers  are  wifer  by 
half  than  our  Country  Juftaffes. 

Sapf  Ay,  Blunder ,  every  thing’s  fine  in  London, 
AIR  V I.  London  is  a  fine  Town. 

I. 

“  O  London  is  a  dainty  Place , 

“  A  great  arid  gallant  City , 

B 


“  For 
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“  For  all  the  Streets  are  pans  d  with  Gold, 
i(  And  all  the  Folks  are  witty. 

n. 

u  And  there  s  your  Lords  and  Ladies  fine, 

“  T  hat  ride  in  Coach  and  Six , 

“  That  nothing  drink  but  Claret  Wine , 

“  And  talk  of  Politicks . 

nr. 

And  there  s  your  Beaux,  with  powder  d  Cloaths , 

((  B e-daub' a  from  Head  to  Chin  ; 
ci  Their  Pocket- Holes  adorn'd  with  Gold, 

€i  But  not  one  Soufe  within . 

IV. 

11  dnd  there  the  Englifh  Actor  goes, 

With  many  a  hungry  Belly> 

“  While  heaps  of  Gold  are  forc'd,  God  wot, 

“  On  Signior  Farinelli. 

V. 

“  And  there' s  your  Dames  of  dainty  Frames , 
sc  With  Skins  as  white  as  Milk, 

“  Drefi  eery  Day  in  Garments  Gay , 

<(  Of  Sat  tin  and  of  Silk. 

VI. 

“  And  if  your  mind  be  fo  inclin'd , 
i(  To  have  them  in  your  Arms, 

Pull  out  a  handfome  Purfe—of  Gold 9 
“  They  cent  refift  its  Charms. 

To  them  Gaylove  as  Muckworm. 

Gay L  Welcome  to  London ,  dear  ’Squire  Sapf  cull,  I 
hope  your  good  Father’s  well,  and  all  at  Sapfcull  Hall. 

Sapf  Did  ye  e’er  hear  the  like,  Blunder  ?  This  old 
Gentleman  knows  me  as  well  as  I  know  myfelf. 

[To  Blunder  ajtde. 
Blund.  Ay,  Mailer,  your  Londoneers  knows  every 
thing. 

Gayl  I  had  Letters  of  your  coming  and  refol’d  to 
meet  you. 

Sapf  Pray,  Sir,  who  may  you  be  an  I  may  be  fo  boldr 
Gayl.  My  Name,  Sir,  is  Muckworm. 

Sapf  What,  Sir  Penurious  Muckworm  ?. 

Gayl.  So  they  call  me.  . 

Sapf  Sir,  ifyour  Name  be  Sir  Penurious  Muckworm , 

my 
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my  Name  is  Samuel  Sap  (cull,  Jun.  Eiq  ;  Son  of  Sir  Sa¬ 
muel  Saffcull  of  Sapfcu.ll  Hall  i  th’  Eajl- Riding  o  York - 
{hire. 

* 

Gayl  Sir,  I  am  no  Granger  to  your  Family  and  Me¬ 
rit  ;  for  which  Reafon  I  fent  for  you  to  Town,  to  mar¬ 
ry  my  Neice  with.  6000/.  Fortune,  and  a  pretty  Girl 
in  the  Bargain. 

Blund.  Look  ye  there  Mailer  !  \Afideto  Sapfcull. 

Sap/.  Hold  your  Peace,  >ou  Blockhead. 

\  Aji.de  to  Blunder. 

Gayl.  But  how  may  1  be  fure  that  you  are  the  very 
Squire  Sapfull  I  lent  for.  Have  you  no  Letters,  do 
Credentials  ? 

Sapf  Open  the  PortmanteT  Blunder— Yes,  Sir,  I 
ha'  brought  all  my  T  ackle  with  me.  Here,  Sir,  is  a 

Letter  from  Father  : — [  Gives  a  L  tter ] - And  here. 

Sir,  are  Deeds  and  Writings,  to  (hew  what  you  mun 
ha'  to  trufl  to :  And  here,  Sir,  is  Marriage  Settlement, 
fign'd  by  Father,  in  fit  cafe  young  Gentlewoman  and 
I  likes  one  another. 

Gayl.  Sir,  fhe  can’t  chure  but  admire  fo  charming  a 
Perfon.  There  is  but  one  Obftacle  that  I  know  of. 

Sapf.  What  may  that  be,  an  I  may  be  fo  bold  ?- 

Gayl.  Vour  Habit,  Sir ;  your  Habit. 

Sapf.  Why,  Sir,  it  was  counted  wondrous  fine  in 
our  Country  laft  Parlimenteering  Time. 

Gayl.  O,  Sir,  but  it's  old-falhion’d  now,  and  my 
\ieice  loves  every  thing  to  the  tip  top  of  the  mode. 
3ut  if  you’ll  go  along  with  me,  I’ll  equip  you  in  an 
Inftant. 

AIR  VII.  Set  by  the  Author . 

*  ;  “  I. 

Come  hither ,  my  Country  * Squire , 

Rake  friendly  Infrudions  from  me  \ 

Rhe  Lords  Jhall  admire 
Rhy  R  afe  in  Attire , 

Rhe  Ladies  Jhall  languijh  for  thee. 

CHORUS. 

Such  Flaunting, 

Galanting, 

And  Jaunting, 

Such  Frolicking  thou  fnalt  fee, 

B  2 


Thou 
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Thou  ne'er  like  a  Clown, 

Shall  quit  London's  fweet  Town, 

To  live  in  thine  own  Country. 

II. 

A  Skimming-dijb  Hat  provide, 

With  a  little  more  Brrm  than  Lace  ; 

Nine  Hairs  on  a  fide. 

To  a  Pig's  Tail  ty'd$ 

Will  Jet  off  thy  jolly  hroad  Face . 

Such  Flaunting,  (Ac. 

III. 

Go  get  thee  a  Footman's  Frock , 

And  Cudgel  quite  up  to  thy  Note 
Then  frizz  like  a  Shock , 

And  plaifer  thy  Block , 

And  buckle  thy  Shoes  at  thy  T set. 

Such  Flaunting,  (Ac. 

IV. 

A  Brace  of  Ladies  fair, 

-  To  pleafure  thee  Jhall  firive , 

In  a  Chaife  and  Pair, 

They  Jhall  take  the  Air , 

And  thou  in  the  Box  Jhall  drive . 

Such  Flaunting,  (Ac . 

V. 

Convert  thy  Acres  to  Cajh 9 

And Jaw  thy  Timber  Trees  down, 

Who  d  keep  Juch  Trajh , 

And  not  cut  a  Flajh , 

Or  enjoy  the  Delights  of  the  Town, 

Such  Flaunting,  (Ac .  [ Exeunt » 

SCENE,  an  Apartment. 

Arbella  and  Combrufh. 

AIR  VIII,  Set  by  the  Author » 

I. 

Arb.  In  vain  you  mention  Pleafure 
To  one  confin'd  like  me , 

Ah  what  is  wealth  or  Treafure , 

Compar'd  to  Liberty . 

II. 

O  thou  for  whom  1  languijh. 

And  dofi  the  Jame  for  me. 


Relieve* 
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Relieve  a  Virgin  s  Anguijb , 

And  fet  a  Captive  free. 

Vo  them  Muckworm. 

Muck.  Come  there’;,  a  good  Girl  >  don’t  be  in  the 
Pouts,  now. 

Comb.  I  think  it’s  enough  to  put  any  young  Lady  in 
the  Pouts,  to  deny  her  the  Man  fhe  likes,  and  force  her 
to  marry  a  great  Loobiiy  Yorkjkire  Ticke.  In  fhort,  Sir, 
my  Miftrefs  don't  like  him,  and  won’t  have  him — Nay, 
I  don’t  like  him,  and  I  tell  you  fiat  and  plain  fhe 
fhan’t  have  him. 

Muck .  Shan’t  have  him,  Mrs.  Snapdragon  ! 

Comb.  No,  fhan’t  have  him  Sir — if  I  were  fhe,  I’d 
fee  who  fhould  force  me  to  marry  againil  my  Will. 

Muck .  Was  ever  fuch  an  impudent  Huffy  ;  but  111 
fend  you  packing.  Get  out  of  my  Houfe,  you  faucy 
Baggage. . 

Arb,  Sir,  tho’  you  have  the  Care  of  my  Eftate,  you 
have  no  Command  over  my  Servants:  lam  your 
Ward,  not  your  Slave  ;  If  you  ufe  me  thus,  you’ll 
conftrain  me  to  chufe  another  Guardian. 

Muck.  [Afde]  A  Gipfy!  who  taught  her  this  Cun¬ 
ning  ?  I  mult  haften  this  Match,  or  lofe  1000I.  by  the 
Bargain,  [T ?  Arb.  ]  What  a  Buflle  is  here  with  a  peevifh 
Love  Tick  Girl  ?  Pray,  Child,  have  you  learnt  Cupid's 
Catechifm  ?  Do  you  know  what  Love  is  ? 

Arb .  Yes.  '  Sir,  — 

AIR  IX.  Set  by  the  Author. 

I. 

Love's  a  gentle  generous  PaJJio nt 
Source  of  all fublitne  D e light , 

When  with  mutual  Inclination , 

Two  fond  Heartj  in  one  unite . 

Two  fond.  Sc c. 

II. 

What  are  Titles ,  Pomp  or  Riches , 

If  compar'd  with  true  Content  ? 

T*bat  falfe  J : y  which  now  bewitches , 

When  obtain  d  we  may  repent . 

When  obtain'd ,  & c. 

III. 

Lawlefs  PaJJions  bring  V ex  at  ion. 

But  a  chafe  and  confant  Love  Is 
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Is  a  glorious  Emulation , 

Of  the  blifsful  State  above. 

Of  they  See.  ^ 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  one  ’squire  Sap foully  out  of  Yorkfhirey 
defires  to  fpeak  with  ou. 

Muck .  r  m  glad  he's  come— defire  him  to  walk  in. 
Servant  goes  out,  an  5  returns  with  Gay  love  dr  effed  in 

SapfcuH’r  Cieatks. 

Gay!.  Sir,  an  you  2s  ome  be  Sir  Penurious  Muckworm. 
Muck  f  Sir,  I  ha  c  no  other ;  may  1  crave  yours  ? 
Gay/.  SamuelS  A//,  jun.  Efij;  at  your  Lordfhip’s 


nnerly,  towardly  Youth,  and  a 
you.  flo  Arabella 

,n  T  may  be  fo  bold,  which  of 
.fas  is  your  Niece,  and  my  "Wife, 


Service. 

Murk.  A  verv 
comely  one,  I  a 

Gay/.  Pray, 
theie  two  pre 
that  man  be’ 

Arb.  What  a  Pr.  te  is  this?  Berore  I  d  have  fuch  a 
Wretch  for  i  Hu.  band,  I’d  die  ten  thoufand  Deaths. 

Muck.  V  hich  do  you  like  beft,  Sir  ? 

Gay/.  Harry  ,  an  I  were  to  chufe,  I'd  take  ’em  both. 

Muck.  Very  courtly,  indeed.  I  lee  the  ’Squire's  a 
Wag. 

Comb .  Both!  Ill  allure  you,  Saucebox!  theworft 
is  too  good  for  you. 

AIR  X.  Gilly ‘Flowers ,  Gentle  Rofemary. 

I. 


how  now,  Sir  Clown,  doji  fet  up  for  a  Wit  F 
Gilly-Flov/r,  Gentle  Rofemary  : 

If  here  you  f could  voedy  you're  as  certainly  bit , 

As  the  Dew  it  flies  over  the  Mulberry  Tree. 

II. 

If  fuch  a  fne  Lady  to  Wife  you  jbeuld  takey 
Gilly-Fiow’r,  Gentle  Rofemary  : 

Your  Heart ,  Head  and  Horns  fall  as  certainly  ake. 

As  the  Dewit  flies  over  the  Mulberry  Tree. 

Muck.  Infufrerable  Afurance,  affront  a  Gentleman 
in  my  Houle  !  Never  mind  her,  Sir  ?  file’s  is  none  of 
my  Niece,  only  a  pert  Slut  of  a  Chamber  Maid. 

Gayl.  A  Chamber  Jade!  Lord,  Lord,  how  brave 
you  keep  your  Maidens  here  in  London!  Wuns-lent, 
ihe’s  as  fine  as  our  Lady  Mayorefs,  Muck. 
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Mu:k.  Ay,  her  Miftrefs  fpoils  her;  but  follow  me, 
Sir,  and  I’ll  warrant  you  we’ll  manage  her,  and  her 
Miftrefs  too. 

AIR  XI.  Set  by  the  Author . 

I. 

Gayl.  I  am  inTruth, 

A  Country  Youth , 

Unus'd  to  London  Fajhions , 

Yet  Virtue  guides, 

And jiill  prefides. 

O'er  all  my  Steps  and  FaJJions : 

No  courtly  Leer , 

But  all  fin r  ere, 

No  Bribe  jhall  ever  blind  me  : 

If  you  can  like, 

^Yorkfhire  Tike, 

An  hontfi  Lad you  ll find  me. 

n. 

Tho '  Envy  s  Tongue, 

With  Slander  hung. 

Does  oft  bely  our  Country  ; 

No  Men  on  Earth, 

Boafi  greater  W orth. 

Or  more  extend  their  Bounty  : 

Or  Northern  Breeze, 

With  us  agrees, 

And  does  for  Bufinefs  fit  us ; 

In  public k  Cares , 

In  Love's  Affairs, 

With  Honour  vse  acquit  US. 

III. 

A  noble  Mind 
Is  ne'er  confin'd 
To  any  Shire  or  Nation  •, 

He  gains  mo  ft  Praife, 

Who  befit-  difiplays, 

A  generous  Education  : 

While  Rancour  rouls. 

In  narrow  Souls, 

By  narrovu  Views  difeerning ; 

The  truly  wife, 

Wi}l  only  prize. 

Good  Manners,  Senfe,  and  L  anting. 


[All 
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[All  this  Time  Gay  love  does  his  utmoft  to  difcover 
himfelf  to  Arbella ,  but  fhe  turns  from  him,  and 
won’t  underftand  him.] 

Gayl  Well,  an  ye  wunna  fee,  I  cannot  help  it.  Good- 
by-t’ye,  forfooth ;  in  the  mean  Time,  here’s  a  Paper 
with  fomething  in  it  that  will  clear  your  Ladyfhip’s 
Eye-fight.  I.  Throws  down  a  Letter ,  and  Exit fmiling . 
Arb.  What  can  the  Fool  mean  ? 

Comb.  [ Taking  up  the  Letter ]  Madam,  as  I  live,  here’s 
a  Letter  from  Mr.  Gaylove . 

Arb.  This  is  furprizing. 

[Snatches  the  Letter ,  and  reads . 

TH  O’  this  Difguife  is  put  on  to  blind  olst  Muck¬ 
worm,  1  hope  it  will  not  conceal  from  my  dear 
Arbella,  the  Perfon  of  her  ewer  conftant  Gay  love. 

Blind  Fool  that  I  was !  I  could  tear  my  Eyes  out. 

Comb .  Lord,  Ma’am,  who  the  Duce  could  have 
thought  it  had  been  Mr.  Gaylove?  Well,  our  Maid¬ 
enheads  certainly  ftood  in  our  Light  this  Bout. 

Arb.  Hold  your  Prattle ;  I  have  great  hopes  of  this 
Enterprize,  however,  it  carries  a  good  Face  with  it  5 
but  whether  it  fucceeds  or  no,  I  mull  love  the  dear 
Man  that  ventures  fo  hard  for  my  fake. 

AIR  XII.  Set  by  the  Author. 

I  • 


That  Man  who  heft  can  Danger  dare 
Is  mo ft  deferving  of  the  Fair  ; 

The  Bold  and  Brave  we  Women  prize , 

The  whining  Slave  we  all  defy  if e.  The  whining ,  See. 

Let  Coxcombs  fatter ,  cringe  and  lie. 

Pretend  to  languijh ,  pine  and  die  ; 

Such  Men  of  Worth  my  Scorn  Jhall  be. 

The  Man  of  Deeds  is  the  Man  for  me.  The  Man,  See. 

[Exeunt. 

Comb.  My  Miftrefs  is  entirely  in  the  right  on’t. 
AIR  XIII.  I  had  a  pretty  Lafs  a  Tenant  of  my 

own. 

The  Man  that  ventures  fairef , 

And  far  theft  for  my  Sake , 

With  afal,  la l,  la ,  &C. 

T he  fooneft  of  my  Pu*fe} 

And 
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And  my  Perfon  fhall  partake, 

With  afaly  lal ,  la,  &c. 

No  drcw/y  Drone  jhall  ever 
A  Conquefl  make  of  me , 

But  to  a  Lad  that's  clever , 

Hew  civil  could  1  he  P 

With  a  fal,  lal,  lay  &c.  {Exeunt . 

Enter  Sapfcull  dreffed  A-la  mode  de  Petit  Maitre, 

Blunder,  in  a  rich  Livery ,  with  his  Hair  tucked up, 

and powde  ed  behind. 

Blund.  Mefs, Matter,  how  fine  ye  be?  marry  believe 
me,  an  you  were  at  Sapfcull-Hall,  I  dare  fay  Sir  Samuel 
bimfelf  wpu’d  hardly  know  ye. 

Sapf  Know  me,  marry  I  don't  know  myfelf - * 

[Surveying  himfelf  ] — I  am  lo  fine  ;  and  thou  art  quite 
another  Sort  of  Creature  too — {Turns  Blunder  about."] 

. — Well,  talk  what  ye  lift  o 'Yorkfhire,  I  fay  there's 
nought  like  London ;  for  my  Part,  I  don't  care  an  I 
ne'er  fee  the  face  of  Sapjcull-Hall  agen. 

Blund.  What  need  ye,  an  ye  getten  6000I.  with  a 
young  Gentlewoman  ;  befides,  Father  has  ty'd  Eftate 

fatt  enough  to  ye ; - an  I  were  as  ye,  I'd  e’en  bide 

here,  and  live  as  lofty  as  the  beft  o’  ’em. 

“  Sapf.  Ay,  Blunder ,  fo  I  will,  and  fee  Bartledom 
**  Fair  too. 

44  Blund.  That  ye  mun  not,  for  I  did  hear ’em  talk 
“  at  the  Green  Man  at  Barnet ,  as  how  the  May’r  had 
“  cry'd  it  down. 

44  Sapf.  How  !  cry’d  down  Bartledom  Fair !  What 
1C  a  murrain  is  Lonaon  good  for  then  ?  I  wou’dn’t  bide 

“  here  and  they’d  gi’t  me - 1  thought  to  have  had 

14  fuch  Fun  now. . . 

“AIR  XIV.  Bartholemtw  Fair . 

I. 

u  O  Bartledom  Fairy 
44  Since  thy  Lord  Mayor 
u  Has  cry  a  thee  down  $ 

i(  There' s  not  worth  regarding) 

“  Td  not  give  a  Farthing , 
u  For  London  Town. 

<€  Such  Pork,  fuch  Pig, 
u  Such  Game,  fuch  Rig , 

C 


“  Such 
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U  Such  Rattling  there  > 
u  But  o.lt  i  done, 
u  There's  no  Fun, 

“  At  Bartledom  Fair. 

l\. 

“  Farewell  all  Jays, 

<c  Of  ’ Prentice  Bo\cr. 
li  And  pretty  Maids  3 

u  The  Country  and  Court 
“  Have  loft  all  their  Sport, 

*  And  the  Shew- Folks  their  Trades  5 
Nay  even  Cit , 

“  In  a  generous  Fit, 

Would  takeSpoufey  there, 

“  But  all's  done , 

<e  There  s  no  Fun, 

M  At  Bartledom  Fair.” 

To  them  a  Servant,  well  dr e fed. 

Serv.  Gentlemen,  I  come  from  Sir  Penurious  Muck - 
*':Grm,  I  am  his  Servant,  and  wait  on  Purpofe  tocon- 
du<ft  you  to  Mrs.  Arbellas  Apartment. 

Sapf.  Servant  l  Waunds,  why  you’re  finer  nor  your 
Matter. 

Serv.  O,  Sir,  that's  nothing  in  London. 

SCENE,  an  Apartment . 

SlangO  repre/enting  Arbella,  Servant  introduces  Sap® 

fcull  and  Blunder. 

Sapf.  Well,  forfooth,  you  know  my  Bufmefs ;  few 

Words  are  bett  among  Friends - Is  it  a  Match,  or 

no  ? — fay, Ay  ,*  and  I’ll  fecond  you. 

Slang.  A  very  compendious  way  of  wooing  truly. 
[ afide.]  I*  hope  you’ll  {pare  a  Maiden’s  Blufhes,  Sir  ^ 
but  Lard  Gad  you  are  too  quick  upon  me. 

Sapf.  I  mean  to  be  quicker  yet,  ay  marry,  and  make 
thee  quick  too,  afore  I  ha  done  with  thee. 

Slang.  I  protett.  Sir,  you  put  me  to  fuch  a  Nonplus* 
I  don't  know  what  to  fay. 

Sapf.  Ne’er  heed  ;  Parfon  {hall  teach  thee  what  to 
fay.  For  my  Part  I  ha’  con’d  my  Leiion  afore-hand. 

Slang.  But  will  you  love  me  ? 

Sapf  Love  thee !  Lord,  Lord,  I  loves  thee  better 

than 
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than  I  does  my  Bay  Filley ;  did  you  ne’er  fes  her,  for- 

footh  ?  Od,  (he’s  a  dainty  Tit,  and  fure  I  am, - 1 

love  her  better  nor  I  do  nown  Father. — Blunder,  run 
and  fetch  a  Parfon. 

Slang.  Mr.  Blunder  may  fave  himfelf  that  Trouble, 
Sir,  I  have  provided  one  already. 

Sap f.  Why  then  let’s  make  Hade,  dear  fweet  Ho¬ 
ney,  for  I  do  long  till  it’s  over. 

A  I  R  XV.  Dance  o’er  the  Lady  Lee. 

Oh,  how  I  long  dill  Grace  be  [aid, 

Dance  o'er  the  Lady  Lee , 

A  good  Sack  Ptjfet ,  and  then  to  Bed, 

W  \th  a  gay  Lady.  [ Exeunt . 

AIR  XVI.  Set  by  the  Author . 

I. 

Gayl.  Thou  only  Darling  I  admire, 

My  Heart's  Delight ,  my  Soul's  Defire, 
PoJfeJJlng  thee  Fve  greater  flore. 

Than  King  to  be  of  Indi Tsjkore. 

'  IL 

For  every  Woman  were  there  three, 

And  in  the  World  no  Man  but  me  j 
L d jingle  you  from  all  the  ref , 

To  fweet  en  Life  and  make  me  blef. 

Arb.  Well!  I  never  was  fo  deceiv’d  in  my  Life  ! 
How  could  you  clown  it  fo  naturally  ? 

Gayl.  What  is  it  I  would  not  do  for  your  dear  Sake  ? 
But,  I  intreat  you,  let's  lay  hold  of  this  Opportunity, 
and  put  it  out  of  Fortune’s  Power  ever  to  divide  us. 
Arb.  What  w'ou’d  you  have  me  do  ? 

Gayl.  Leave  all  to  me.  I  have  left  Combrufb  to  amufe 
your  Uncle,  while  a  Fellow-Collegiate  of  mine,  who 
is  in  Orders,  waits  in  the  next  Room  tofiniih  the  red. 

Arb.  Do  what  you  will  with  me:  lor,  in  fhort,  I 
don't  know  what  to  do  with  myfelf. 

AIR  XVII.  The  Nymph  that  undoes  me. 

I. 

Arb.  Let  Prudes  and  Coquets  their  Intuitions  conceal ; 
With  Pride,  and  with  Pleafure,the  Truth  1  revttl* 
You' re  all  I  can  wijh,  and  all  1  defire , 

So  fix'd  is  my  Flame ,  it  ne'er  can  expire. 

So  fix  'd  is  ?ny  Flame,  Sec. 
C  2  II  Gayl. 
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II. 

Gayl.  Let  Rakes  and  let  Libertines  revel  and  range ; 

F°ffefs'd  °f  fuck  Treajure ,  what  Mortal  vuou'd 
chancre  ? 

C? 

You  re  the  fource  of  my  Hpes>  the  fpring  of  my  Joy  , 
A  Fountain  of  Bdifs  that -  never  can  cloy. 

A  Fountain  of  B-liJs ,  & c. 
AIR  XVIII.  By  Mr.  Handel. 

[Gay’love  and  Ai  Bella  together . 
Haw  traof porting  is  the  Pleafure , 

When  two  H  arts  like  ours  unite  ? 

When  our  FonJneJs  kn  <vjs  no  Meafure , 

And  no  Bound  s  our  dear  Delight.  [ Exeunt 9 

Enter  Muckworm  and  Combrufh. 


Muck.  Well;  I  forgive  you:  This  1  aft  Action  has 
made  Amends  for  all  1  find  a  Chamber  Maid  is  prime 
Mini  ft  er  in  matrimonial  Affairs — And  you  fay,  they 
are  quite  loving  r 

Comb.  Fond,  fond,  Sir,  as  two  Turtles !  But  I  beg 
you  wou’d  notdifturb  ’em. 

Muck.  By  no  Means ;  let  ’em  have  them  Love  out* 
pretty  Fools !  I  fhall  be  glad,  however,  to  feefome  of 
their  little  FondnefTes :  But  tell  me  ferioufly,  how  do 


you  like  the  ’Squire  ? 

Comb.  Oh,  of  all  Things,  Sir  ;  and  fo  does  my  Mif- 
trefs,  I  allure  you. 

Muck.  How  that  Scoundrel,  Gaylove,  will  be  difap- 
pointed. 

Comb.  He'll  be  ready  to  haag  himfelf,  (about  her 
Meek,)  ^  >  [A fide* 

Muck.  They’ll  make  Ballads  upon  him. 

Comb.  I  have  made  one  already,  and  will  fingit  if 
you  pleafe. 

Muck.  With  all  my  Heart. 

AIR  XIX.  A  Beggar  got  a  Beadle, 

i  m 


Fhere  vitas  a  certain  Ufurer , 

He  had  a  pretty  Niece , 

Was  courted  by  a  Barrifler, 

Who  was  her  doating  Piece  : 

Her  Uncle ,  to  prevent  the  fame> 

FFA  all  that  in  him  lay> 

Fery 
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F*r  - which  be  s  very  much  to  alarm , 

As  all  c  oo  d  People  fay . 

ri. 

A  Country  'Squire  was  towed 
This  fair  and  dainty  Dame  ; 

But  fuch  Contraries  in  a  Bed 
Woud  be  a  monfi'rous  Jhame  : 

To  fe  a  Lady  bright  and  gay , 

Of  Fortune  and  of  Charms , 

So  Jbpmefully  be  th<  own  away> 

Into  a  Looby's  Arms. 

Ill 

The  Lovers,  thus  did  raffed, 
it /*  them  on  a  Piet  ; 

Which  lately  has  been  affed , 

And  -  ■  - - Jhall  It  ell  you  what  ? 

The  Gentleman  dif  uis  d bimftlf 
L-ke  to  the  Country' Squire, 

Decei  v'd  the  old  rnifchievous  Elfy 
And  got  his  Id  art  s  Dfire . 

Muck.  I  don't  like  this  Song. 

Comb.  Then  you  don’t  like  Truth,  Sir. 

Muck.  What  dye  mean  to  affront  me  ? 

Comb.  Wou’d  you  have  me  tell  a  Lye,  Sir  ? 

Muck.  Get  out  of  my  Houfe,  you  Baggage. 

Comb.  1  on  y  flay  to  take  my  Miftrefs  with  me? 
and  fee,  here  fhe  comes. 

Gaylove  and  Ak bella. 

Muck.  So,  Sir,  you  have  deceiv’d  me;  but  I’ll  pro¬ 
vide  you  a  Wedding  Suit;  a  fine  long  Chancery  Suit, 
before  ever  you  touch  a  Penny  of  her  Fortune. 

Gayl.  Sir,  if  you  dare  embezz'e  a  Farthing,  I’ll  pro¬ 
vide  you  with  a  more  lading  Garment;  a  curious 
Stone  Doublet :  you  have  met  with  your  Match,  Sir ; 

1  have  ftudied  the  Law,  ay,  and  pradis’d  it  too. 

Muck.  The  Devil  take  you  and  the  Law  together. — 
To  them  Sapscull,  Slanco,  and  Blunder. 

• — Hey  Day  !  Who  in  the  Name  of  Wonder  have 
we  got  here  ? 

Gayl.  Only  ’Squire  Sapfcull ,  his  Bride,  and  loobily 
Man. 

Slang ,  Come,  my  Dear !  hold  up  your  Head  like  a 

Man-. 
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Man,  and  let  me  fee  what  an  elegant  Hulband  I  have 
got.  .  I  j 

Blund.  Ay  ;  and  let  them  fee  what  a  dainty  Wife 
my  Matter  has  gotten. 

Sapf  Here's  a  Power  of  line  Folk,  fweet  honey 
Wife!  prav,  who  may  they  be  ? 

Slang.  This,  Sir,  is  Sir  Penurious  Muckworm  — 

Sapf.  No,  Honey!  I  fear  you  are  miftaken.  Sir 
Penurious  is  another  guife  Sort  of  a  Man  >  an  I  mif- 
take  not  he’s  more  likeryon  fame  Gentleman. 

Blund .  Ay,  foheis,  Matter. 

Slang .  That  fame  Gentleman  was  Sir  Penurious 
Muckworm ,  fome  Time  ago,  but  now  he’s  changed  to 
George  Gaylo*ve>  Efq^ 

Gayl.  At  your  Service,  Sir. 

Sapf.  And  who’s  yon  line  Lady  ? 

Gayl .  My  Wife !  Sir,  and  that  worthy  Knight’s 
Niece. 

Sapf  Your  Wife!  and  that  Knight’s  Niece!  why 
whoa  Murrain  have  I  gotten  then  i 

Gayl.  My  Man,  Slango  ;  and  I  wifh  you  much  Joy. 

Sapf  Your  Man,  Slango  !  what  have  I  married  a 
Man  then  ?  j 

Slang.  If  you  don’t  like  me,  my  Dear,  we’ll  be  di¬ 
vorced  this  Minute* 

Sapf  My  Dear,  a  Murrain  take  fuch  Dears !  Where’s 
my  Writings?  I’ll  ha’  you  all  hang’d  for  Cheats. 

Gayl.  You  had  better  hang  yourfelf  for  a  Fool.  Go 
Home,  Child,  go  Home  and  learn  more  Wit.  There’s 
your  Deed  of  Settlement >  but  as  for  the  Writings, 
they  happen  to  be  mine,  and  kept  fraudulently  from 
me  by  your  Father,  to  whom  they  were  mortgag’d  by 
my  late  Brother.  The  Ettate  has  been  clear  theie  three 
Years.  Send  your  Father  tome,  and  I’ll  talk  to  hinr. 
This  is  but  Tic  for  Tat,  young  Gentleman.  Your 
Father  wanted  to  get  my  Ettate  from  me )  and  I  have 
got  rhe  Wife  he  intended  for  you.  All’s  fair,  Sir. 

Muck.  I  fay  all’s  foul,  and  a  damn’d  Cheat  j  and 
fo  I’ll  make  it  appear.  j  Exit  in  a  Rage . 

GayL  Do  your  word,  Sir,  you  can’t  unmarry  us* 

A  I  R 
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AIR  XX.  Set  by  the  Author. 

I. 


Ajb.  Now  Fortune  is  pafl  it's  fever  eft  t, 

My  P  iff  on  of  mortal's  fin  cere  ft  y 
Kind  Htavn  has  repaid  i?i  my  deareft  ; 
What  Gifts  can  it  greater  befiow  ? 
Gayl  True  Love  fhsill  thro ’  D cfliny  guide  us. 
Still  conflant  whatever  betide  us. 

There's  nothing  but  Death  Jball  divide  us> 
So  faithful  a  Fondnefs  we'll  Jhew, 

BOTH. 


By  Cupid  a?id  Hymen  united , 

By  Dangers  no  longer  affrighted. 

Well  live  in  each  other  delighted. 

The  greateft  of  Blefftngs  below, 

Sapf  What  mun  I  do  >  I  mun  ne'er  fee  Father’s 
Face  again. 

Gayl.  Never  fear,  ’Squire,  i’ll  fet  all  to  rights ; 
tho;  your  Father’s  my  Enemy,  I'm  not  yours:  My 
Houle  fhall  be  your  Home,  tiH  I  have  reconcil'd  you 
to  your  Father  ;  and  for  the  Honour  of  Yorkthire ,  I'll 
lee  you  (han't  be  abus’d  here. 

Sapf  Say  ye  fo,  Sir  ?  then  I  do  \vi(h  you  much  joy 
with  all  my  Heart. 

Blund.  Ay,  and  lo  does  Blunder  too. 

Sapf.  Well,  fin  I  fee  you  be  fo  happy  in  a  Wife,  I’ll 
not  be  long  without  one  I  allure  you. 

Gayl .  You  can't  be  happier  than  I  wi(h  you. 

AIR  XXL  Set  by  the  Author . 

C  H  O.R  U  S. 

I. 

* 

Gayl.  Co?ne  learn  by  this  ye  Batchelors * 

Co?ne  learn  by  this  ye  Batchelors > 

Who  lead  unfettled  Lives. 

When  once  ye  come  to  ferious  Thought , 

When  once  ye  come  to  ferious  Thought , 

There's  nothing  like  good  Wives . 

There  s  nothing  like  good  Wives. 

II. 


Arb  Come  learn  by  this  ye  Maidens  fairy 
Come  learn ,  &C, 
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Say  I  aduife  you  well. 

You  re  better  in  a  HuJbancCs  Arms, 

You  re  better ,  &c. 

Than  leading  Apes  in  Hell. 

Than  leading,  Sec. 

in. 

Sapf.  A  Batchehrs  a  Cormorant, 

A  Batchelor  s.  Sec. 

A  Batchelor  s  a  Drone , 

He  eats  and  drinks  at  all  Men  s  Cofly 
He  eats ,  Sc c. 

But  feldom  at  his  own. 

But  feldom ,  Sc  c. 

IV. 

Comb.  Old-Maids  and  fufiy  Batchelorsy 
Old  Maids,  &c. 

At  Marriage  rail  and  iowre , 

So  when  the  Fox  cou  dnt  reach  the  Grapes y 
So  *wh:n,  See. 

He  cry  d,  they  were  all  fow’r, 

He  cry  dy  See. 

O  M  N  E  S. 

Old  Maids ,  See. 
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To  THE  PUBLI  C. 


LE  DESERTEUR,  is  well  known  to 
have  been  thefe  five  years  the  molt  fa¬ 
vourite  Mufical  Piece  on  the  French  ftage  : 
fo  great  indeed  has  been  its  fuccefs,  that  in 
this  fhort  time  it  has  been  tranflated  into 
three  languages  ;  one  of  which  tranfiations 
we  have  lately  feen  at  the  King’s  Theatre  in 
the  Hay-market,  under  the  title  of  II  De- 

SERTORE. 

Indeed,  when  you  once  admit  the  circum- 
ftance  of  Henry’s  confeiling  himfelf  a  ds- 
ferter,  nothing  can.be  more  truly  interefting 
than  feme  of  the  incidents  ;  but  yet  they 
were  brought  about  in  a  way  peculiarly  cal¬ 
culated  for  the  French  ftajre  :  the  refolution 
of  Henry  was  too  fudd^n,  too  unprepared, 
as  well  as  the  circumftance  of  the  mock- 
w’edding  that  precedes  it  •,  and  throughout 
the  piece  there  were  a  number  of  cold  inani- 
mating  occurrences,  that  had  very  little,  if 
any,  relation  to  the  main  defign  ;  and,  add 
to  this,  it  was  never  intended  for  an  Opra, 
for  the  author  himfelf  calls  it  a  Comedy  in* 
terfperfed  with  Songs.. 

It  was  thought,  therefore,  that  if  the  un- 
neceflary  incidents  were  expunged,  and  thofe 
retained  were  rendered  more  probable ;  if, 
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by  making  an  uniform  partition  between  the 
dialogue  and  the  fongs,  it  could  be  brought 
more  to  wear  the  complexion  of  an  Opera, 
The  Deserter  might  be  entitled  to  a 
favourable  reception  on  the  Englifh  ftage  : 
how  far  thefe  fuggeftions  were  reafonable, 
the  public  (who  are  the  beft  judges,  and  by 
whofe  arbitration  I  fhall  always  be  proud  to 
abide)  will  determine. 

With  regard  to  the  Mufic,  as  I  found  it 
a  work  of  great  invention,  I  fhould  have 
kept  it  in  its  original  flate,  had  it  been  pof- 
iible  •  but  befides  the  exceffive  length  of  the 
fongs,  the  continual  breaks  into  recitative, 
the  frequent  fudden  alterations  of  the  flile, 
and  above  all,  that  famenefs  which  fo  parti¬ 
cularly  characterizes  the  French  Mufic,  I 
found  it  much  too  grave  to  Hand  the  leaffc 
chance  of  fuccefs  in  an  after-piece :  I  there¬ 
fore  felected  what  I  thought  the  beauties  ; 
and  what  I  could  not  effect  by  having  re- 
courfe  to  the  orignal,  I  have  endeavoured  to 
fupply  myfeif. 

In  juftice  to  the  French  compofer,  I  think 
it  abfolutely  neceflary  to  declare,  that  the 
fongs,  beginning  “  One  conduct’s  for  both 
love  and  war  “  The  nymph  who  in  my 
bofom  reigns  “  Mr.  Simkin,  I’d  have  you 
'to  know  and  “  The  whims  of  folks  in 
;love  f’  are  wholly  my  own  ;  and  that  the 
firff  air  in  the  piece,  and  that  beginning, 
W  My  life’s  three  parts  diminilh’d,”  are  by 

Philidor 
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Philidor,  a  name  of  no  inconsiderable  note 
in  the  mufical  world.  . 

I  have  nothing  to  add  but  that  I  take  this 
opportunity  ofmakingmy  acknowledgments 
to  the  performers  for  the  Support  they  were  of 
to  this  piece  ;  I  would,  indeed,  but  that  I 
defpair  of  finding  words  worthy  the  occafi- 
on,  exprefs  my  gratitude  to  the  puplic  for 
their  favourable  reception  of  it. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

M  E  N. 
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Russet, 

Simkin, 

Skirmish, 

Flint, 

First  Soldier, 
SecondSolbier, 
Third  Soldier, 
FourthSoldier, 


Mr,  Vernon, 
Mr,  Banister, 
Mr.  Diedin, 

Mr.  Pars  ons, 
Mr.  Wright, 
Mr.  Ac  KM  A  N, 
Mr.  Fawcet, 
Mr.  Kear, 

Mr.  Courtney, 


W  O  M  E  N. 


Louisa, 
Tenn  y, 
Margaret, 


Mrs.  Smith. 

Mrs.  Wrighten, 
M rs.  Love. 


THE 


DESERTER, 


A  C  T  I. 

SCENE  I.  A  cottage,  and  a  view  of  the 
French  camp  at  a  diftance. 

Margaret  knitting,  and  Jenny  fpinning,  at  the 
door  of  the  cottage  ;  Simkin ,  and  ether  villa¬ 
gers,  come  on  with  balkets  of  fruit. 

AIR  I.  Simkin. 

I  Can't,  for  my  life ,  guefs  the  caufe  of  this  fufs. 
Why  there' s  pipers  and  filers  \  while  Robin 
and  Harry , 

And  Clod  pole  and  Roger, and  ten  more  of  us. 

Have  pull'd  as  much  fruit  as  we're  able  to  carry t 

Margaret. 

Why ,  numfcull ,  that's  nothing  ;  her  lady  flip's  wine. 
All  over  the  village ,  rimsjuf  like  a  fountain  ; 

And  1  heard  the  folks  fay,  every  dijb  when  they  dine. 
Will  be fwimmingin  claret ,  madeira,and  mountain . 

Jenny. 

Then  for  poultry,  and  fuch  like— good  lord,  what  a 
fore  ! 

I  favj  Goodman  Gander fx  bafkets  full  cramming ; 
Then  fitch  comforts  andj  ellies!  why  one  fuchfeaf  more 
Would  certainly  breed ,  in  the  village,  a  famine. 

Chorus. 

What  the  meaning  can  be, 

We  Jhall  prefently  fee. 

For  yonder's  old  Ruffe t,  who  certainly  knows  ; 

But  be  what  it  will , 

Our  wifo  (hall  be  fill , 

Joy  and  health  to  the  Duchefs,  wherever  foe  goes  ! 

r»  • 

am. 
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Sim.  What  can  all  this  feafting  be  for? 

Jenny .  Til  give,  you,  white  I  wind  up  this  bottom 
and  another,  and  you-fhan’t  find  it  out. 

Sim.  Why  then  if  you  know  fo  well,  why  don’t 
you  tell  us  what  it  is  ? 

Jen,  Ah,  I  thought  you  would  none  of  you  guefs 
it ;  this  grand  feaftmg  at  the  Duchefs’s  is  becaufe  the 
King’s  coming  to  the  camp. 

Marg .  Who  told  you  fo  ? 

Jen .  I  had  it  from  Gaffer  Ruflfet  himfelf.  . 

Sim.  Does  the  King  come  to  the  camp  to-day? 

Marg.  Why  ye',  I  knew  that. 

Sim.  Then  as  lure  as  can  be,  I  know  what  will 
happen. 

Jen.  why  what  will  happen. 

Sim.  There  will  be  two  weddings  in  the  village 
before  to-morrow  night. 

Marg.  How  10  ? 

Sim.  Why  is  not  Henry,  the  young  foldier,  to 
marry  Louifa,  Gaffer  RuiTet’s  daughter,  as  foon  as 
the  review  is  over  ? 

Jen.  Not  if  I  can  prevent  it. 

Marg,  Well,  that’s  but  one  wedding! 

Sim.  Yes,  but  Jenny  can  cell  you  whofe  wedding 
t?  other’s  to  be. 

Jen.  How  mould  I  know  ? 

Sim.  Ah,  you  wont  far  any  thing  before  folks, 
becaufe  yo’ure  afham’d. 

Jen.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sim,  As  if  you  did  not  know— 

Jen .  Not  I  indeed. 

Sim.  Why,  did  not  you  promife  me,  that  when 
Henry  married  Louifa  you’d  marry  me  ? 

Jen.  Yes,  yes,  and  I;  11  keep  my  word;  whenever. 
Henry  marries  Louifa,  I’ll  marry  you. 


SCENE 


9 


THE  DESERTER. 

SCENE  II. 

Ruffct,  Louifa,  Simkin,  Margaret,  Jenny,  and 

Villagers . 

A  I  R  II  Louifa. 

Why  muf  I  appear  fo  deceitful  ? 

I  caiinot,  dear  father ,  comply  : 

Ah  !  could  I  think  him  fo  ungrateful , 

With  anguifb  I  furely  Jb'ould  die . 

What  fo  tender ,  at  parting ,  he  told  me , 

With  fuchjoy  to  my  bofom  cnvey'd 

When  next  he  was  doom'd  to  behold  me, 

Could  I  think  would  be  this  way  repaid? 

Ruf  Well,  well,  but  child— 

Lou .  Indeed,  father,  ’tis  impoflible  ^  I  never  can 
fconfent  to  fuch  a  thing. 

Ruf.  Odds  heart,  Louifa,  there’s  no  harm  in  it. 
Neighbours,  come  round  here.  I’ll  tell  you  the 
whole  affair  ;  you  know  what  a  dear  good  lady  the 
Duchefs  is  ? 

Marg.  Ah,  fhe’s  a  dear  good  lady  indeed,  and 
we  all  of  us  ought  to  do  every  thing  fhe  orders  us. 

Ruf  I  and  my  family  in  particular  ought,  for 
many’s  the  good  thing  fhe  has  given  me,  and  my 
old  dame  ;  then  how  kind  fhe  was  to  all  my  poor 
children  !  file  flood  god-mother  to  this,  and  had 
her  chriftened  after  her  own  name. 

Sim.  Louifa  ! 

RuJ .  Well,  now  we  come  to  the  point :  Hen¬ 
ry,  you  know,  who  was  bred  up  with  my  girl, 
and  intended  from  his  infancy  for  her  hufband,  is 
a  loldier. 

Sim.  So  he  is. 

Ruf.  Andbecaufe  fhe  has  a  value  for  every  thing 
that  belongs  to  me,  this  good  lady,  about  three 
weeks  ago,  fent  to  the  colonel  for  his  difeharge,  that 
the  young  folks  may  live  at  home  at  their  eafe,  and 
be  as  happy  as  the  clay  is  long. 


Marg . 
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Marg .  That  will  be  charming  and  comfortable 
for  you,  neighbour. 

Ruf  Yes,  but  now  comes  the  mifchief  of  it ; 
what  has  occafion’d  it,  I  dent  know  ;  I  never  faw 
any  harm  of  the  lad,  hut  there  are  always  bufy 
tongues  in  this  village,  doing  people  ill-offices  *,  and 
fuch  reports,  within  theie  few  days,  have  reached 
the  Du  chefs’s  ears,  that  fhe  is  determined  to  fee  fur¬ 
ther  into  this  bufmefs,  before  fhe  gives  Louifa  the 
portion  the  promifed  her. 

Jen.  You  may  thank  me  for  that. 

Lou .  But  he’ll  be  here  to-day  r  and  fo  well  I 

*  * 

know  his  heart,  that  I  am  fure  he’ll  clear  himfelf 
to  their  confufion,  who  co” Id  fo  vilely  traduce  him. 

Jen.  Perhaps  not. 

Ruf  Well,  child,  I  am  fure  you  cant  wifh  it 
more  than  I  do ;  nothing  has  ever  pleafed  me  fo 
much  as  the  thought  of  your  coming  together  ;  I 
wifh  to  fee  you  married  with  all  my  heart :  for  I 
fhall  then  have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  liften  to  the 
prattle  of  your  children,  anc  prepare  myfelfto  fol¬ 
low  poor  Dorothy. 

A  I  R  III. 

My  life's  three  parts  diminijh*  d9 
And  when  the  fumis  fnijh  ‘d, 

The  par ijh -bell  may  toll , 

Grab  mercy  on  my  foul  l 
Ding  dong  ! 

Swing  fvuong  ! 

Methinks  my  old  companions  fayy 

That  though  his  hairs  are  no  w  grown  grey , 

Old  Ruffet  once ,  upon  a  day , 

When  all  was  j mirth  and  jollity  ; 

When  [ports  went  round ,  and  hells  did  ring y 
Could  brifkly  dance ,  and  hi y  the  could  fng  ; 

And  then  upon  the  green  to  fee 
His  ruftic  feats—' tw as  who  but  he  ! 

Pd 
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Pd  give  this  bauble ,  life  away. 

Without  a  ftgh ,  could  1  but  Jl ay , 

To  fee  a  little  i?fant  care  ! 

Like  Henry  brave ,  Louifa  fair  ; 

Could  l  fee  this ,  Pd  yield  content 
A  life  1  hope  not  badly  fpent . 

But  as  I  was  telling  you,  the  Duchefs  hearing  of 
thefe  reports,  is  determined  that  we  fhall  make  x 
trial  of  his  affections. 

Lou .  Indeed,  father,  there’s  no  neceflity  for  it  j 
he  loves  me  mod;  fincerely. 

Ruf  Nay,  nay,  child,  I  really  think  your  love 
carries  you  away  too  much  in  this  affair  ;  it  can  do 
no  harm  ;  7 tis  only  an  innocent  frolick  ;  you  are  to 
make  believe  as  if  you  were  a  bride,  and  let  me 
fee  whc — oh,  you  fhall  be  thebridegroom. 

Sim.  Shall  I  ?  I’cod  i’m  glad  of  that. 

Ruf.  But  above  all,  I  mud  indruct  you,  Jen¬ 
ny,  in  your  part  ;  you  are  to  fit  here,  and  teli 
Henry,  when  he  comes,  that  Louifa  and  Simkin 
were  married  yederday. 

fen.  T he  very  thing  I  wifh’d. 

Lou.  I  am  vex’d  to  death  that  this  trick  fhould 
be  played  him:  I  can  judge  by  myfelf  what  he’ll 
feel  :  if  I  was  told  fuch  a  thing  of  him,  how  mife- 
rable  I  fliould  be. 

Ruf.  But  he’llbe  fo  much  the  happier,  when  he 
"finds  out  the  deceit,  child. 

AIR  IV.  Louifa. 

Though  prudence  may  prefs  me , 

And  duty  difrefs  mey 
A  gain (l  inclination ,  0,  what  can  they  do  ! 

No  longer  a  rover , 

His  folies  are  over , 

,A/v  heart ,  my  fond  heart ,  fays  my  Henry  is  true. 

The 
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T'he  bee ,  thus  as  changing , 

From  fweet,  to  fweet  ranging , 

Arofe  jhouldke  light  ont  ne’er  wijbes  to  fray  ; 
With  raptures  poff effing 9 
In  one  every  bleffngy 

* Till ,  torn  fromher  bofom ,  he  flies  faraway. 

Ruf  Well,  well,  dont’t  make  yourfelf  uneafy, 
I  dare  fay  he  loves  you  as  fmcerely  as  you  think 
he  does ;  if  fo,  he’ll  foon  be  undeceived,  and  we 
fliall  finifh  the  day  as  happily  as  we  could  wifh  :  in 
the  mean  time  let  us  think  of  what  we  have  to  do  ; 
we  are  to  pretend  we  came  from  the  church  ;  the 
fiddles  and  bagpipes  are  to  go  firft,  then  the 
lads  and  laffes  follow  ;  after  which,  mind  this 
now,  we  are  to  go  to  the  Duchefs’s  manfion  in 
grand  prcceiTion,  and  there  to  be  feafted  like  fo 
many  princes  and  princeffes. 

Sim.  I’codthat  will  fuit  me  nicely.— But  Gaffer 
Ruffet,  Jenny  fays,  you  told  her,  the  feafting  was 
to  be  for  the  king. 

Ruf.  For  us,  and  the  king  ;  yes,  yes,  the  king 
after  he  and  his  courtiers  have  had  an  entertainment 
at  the  duchefs’s,  goes  to  review  the  camp,  where 
the  foldiers  are  all  to  appear  under  arms. — Ah  girls ! 
that’s  what  none  of  you  know  any  thing  about  ; 
when  the  king  goes  to  the  camp,  then’s  the  time— 
the  drums  beat — the  fifes  play — the  colours  are 
flying — and — and — Lord — Lord !  what  a  charm¬ 
ing  thing  war  is. 

Sim.  "it  muft  be  then  when  one  comes  home  a- 
gain,  and  its  all  over. 

Ruf  There’s  no  life  like  the  life  of  a  foldier  : 
-  and  then  for  love  !  let  the  girls  take  care  of  their 
hearts :  I  remember  I  won  my  Dorothy  jufl  after 
I  came  from  fuch  a  review  now  as  may  be  to-day. 

Murg.  Ah,  indeed,  the  foldiers  make  fad  work 
with  young  womens  hearts  lure  enough. 

Ruf.  And  how  can  it  be  otherwife  ? 


A  I  R 
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AIRY. 

One  conduct' s  for 
Both  love  and  war, 

The  point's  to  gain  pojfefflon  : 

For  this  we  watch 
The  enemy' s  coaf  , 

''Till  we,  fleeping  catch 
Them  on  their  pojl : 

Then  good  IP  ye  form , 

T he  fort  we  form, 

And  by  thefe  arts. 

Make  towns  or  hearts 
'Surrender  at  difcretion . 

In  love  the  only  battery, 

Which  with  fucccfs  we  play 
To  conquer  hearts,  is  flattery  : 

A'  0  port  refs  can  its  paiver  vaithfl  and , 

Neither  cannons ,  mortars,  fword  in  hand, 

Can  make  fuch  way . 

As  ’  tis  in  love,  fo  ’ tisin  war , 

We  make  believe, 

Mi  /lead,  deceive  ; 

Pray,  what  fcrve  drums  and  trumpets  for  ? 

' Cannons ,  and  ail  our  force  of  arms  ? 

■But  with  their  thundering  alar  ins. 

To  tell,  not  cover  our  defgns  ; 

Can  thefe  to  trenches,  breaches,  mines. 
Blockades,  or ambuf cades,  compare? 

No,  all  aprce 
That  policy. 

Is  the  true  art  militaire . 

But  come,  come,  we  mull:  go  and  prepare  cur- 
felves;  you  have  not  much  time  to  fpare,  and  ice 
where  he  comes  hum,  ins:  a-long  there  :  there  now 
he  clambers  up  yonder  hill— well  done,  faith  !— 
Ah,  your  lovers  have  no  gout  to  flop  them.  Come, 
child- — neighbours  come  along. 

w  _  J 

B  -  Loib, 
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Lou.  Cruel  father  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Henry.  Afterwards ,  in  the  wedding  procejjion , 
Ruffet,  Simkin,  Louifa,  Margaret,  Jenny  and 

Villagers. 

I  R  VI.  Henry. 

The  nymph ,  veho  in  my  bofom  reigns , 

With  fitch  pull  force  my  heart  enchains , 

4 Thai  nothing  ever  can  irnpair , 

The  empire  fie  poffejfes  there . 

Who  digs  for  (l  ones  of  .radiant  ray , 

Fi  nds  bafer  matter  in  his  way  ; 

The  wor thief s  load  he  may  contemn9 
But  prizes  fill  and  feeks  the  gem . 

But  I  hear  mufic,  what  can  this  he  ?  All  the 
villagers  are  coming  this  way— it  feems  like  a 
wedding— Ell  retire — How  I  envy  this  couple  ! 

Rif.  Charming !  He  has  hid  himfelr — pretend 
not  to  fee  him — don’t  turn  your  head  that  -way— 
he’s  looking  at  you  now! 

Lou.  How  cruel  not  to  let  me  have  Tone  look  ! 
Sim.  No,  you  muft  look  at-  no-body  but  me 
/low  ;  I  am  the  bridegroom,  you  know. 

Ruf.  jenny,  be  fure  you  play  your  part  well. 
Jen.  Never  fear  me— My  part  is  a  much  more 
difficult  one  than  they  imagine. 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Jenny ,  who  fits  down  to  fp inning ;  and  Henry , 
who  comes  forward  during  her  fong. 
AIR  VII.  Jenny. 

Somehow  my  fpindle  I  mi f  aid , 

And  lojl  it  underneath  the  grafs  ; 

Damon  advancing ,  bow’d  his  head , 

Andfaid  what  feek  you  pretty  lafs? 

A  little  love ,  but  urg’d  with  care , 

Oft  leads  a  heart  and  leads  it  far , 

’T-WiU 


THE  DESERTER. 

’7W  puffing  nigh  yon  fpr ending  oak, 
'That  I  my  fpindle  loft  juji  now; 

His  knife  then  kindly  Damon  took, 

And  from  the  tree  he  cut  a  bough . 

A  little  love,  &c.  &c. 

Thus  did  the  youth  his  time  employ , 
V/hile  me  he  tenderly  beheld ; 

He  talk'd  of  love ,  I  leaped  for  joy, 

For ,  <7//  /  my  heart  did  fondly  yield. 
A  little  love,  &c.  &c. 

Hen.  Good  day,  young  woman. 

Jen.  [*S7/zg/]  ’T was  palling  nigh,  dec. 
Hen.  \  oung  woman  ! 

Jen.  [iSVr/g/]  ’Twas  palling  nigh,.  &e. 
Hen.  Pray  tell  me  what  wedding  thatus  ? 

J 

Jen.  What !  that  weddins*  ? 

.f  o 

Hen.  Yes. 


Jen.  Do  you  want  to  know  whole  wedding  it  is  ? 

Hen.  Ay,  ay. 

Jen .  What,  that  wedding  that  went  pa!  ? 

Hen .  Yes,  yes. 

Jen.  Why,  his  a  wedding  in  the  village  here. 

Hen.  Butwhofe,  I  atk  you  G 

Jen.  [Sings.]  .  .1 

Hen.  Are  you  making  a  jell  of  me  ?  anfwer  me,  T 
beg  of  you. 

Jen.  Why  I  do  anfwer  you,  don’t!,? 

Hen.  What,  again  !  Whole  is  this  wedding? 
Whole  is  it  ?  Speak,  or  I’ll — did  not  I  fee  among! 
them? — detraction  ! — -will  you  anfwer,  you  ? 

Jen.  Lord,  you  are  fo  impatient  !  why  then  the 
wedding  is  Louifa’s,  old  Ruffet’s  daughter,  the  in¬ 
valid  foldier. 

Hen.  Louifa’s  wedding  ! 

Jen.  Yes,  the  was  married  yelterday. 

Hen.  Married!  good  heavens!  Are  you  fure  of 
what  you  fay  ?  Do  you  know  Ruffet  ? 

B  2  .  yV/r, 
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Jen.  Do  I  know  him  ?  to  be  Cure  I  do.  Why 
he  is  bailiff  to  .the  Duehefs.  What  makes  you  fo 
uneafy  you  feem  as  if  you  had  an  intereft  in  it. 

Hen.  An  inter  eft  in  it  !  Oh  ! 

Jen.  Dear  me,  if  I  remember  right,  you  are 
the  young  man  that  every  body  thought  fhe’d  be 
married  to :  O  law  !  what  wickednefs  there  is  in 


this  world !  I  am  fure  I  very  fincerely  pity  you. 
Hen,  I’m  obliged  to  you  tor  your  concern. 

Jen .  Nay,  it  is  net  more  upon  your  account 
than  my  own,  that  I  am  uneafy. 

Hen.  How  fo. 


Jen .  Why  fee  was  not  content  with  making 

^  J  w 

vou  miferahle,  but  the  mu  ft  make  me  fo  too  :  the 
vile  wretch  (he’s  married  to,  has  perjur'd  himfelf  ^ 
for  he  has  fworn  a  thoufand  and  a  thoufand  times- 


to  marrv  me. 

H  en o  What  faliehood  and  treachery  ! 

Jen.  If  I  was  you  I  would  not  bear  it  quietly  y 
not  but  fhe’d  brazen  it  all  out ;  for  I  taxed  her 
with  it  my  felt,  and  me  only  laughed  in  my  face,  and 
rold  me  that  you  and  I  might  go  and  mourn  toge¬ 
ther,  like  two  turtles,  the  lofs  of  cur  mates. 

Hen.  Infulting  creature  ! 

Jen .  Yes,  and  for  my  part  I  faid  to  myfelf,  fays 
I,  ’twould  be  a  good  joke  to  take  her  at  her  word  : 
but  then  again  I  thought  that  though  revenge  is 
i  weet,  yet  people  have  their  likings,  and  their  dii- 
likings  ;  and  as  for  me,  to  be  lure,  I  can’t  pre¬ 


tend  to  fiich  a  good  young  man  as  you. 

W  m  i — '  *  # 

Hen,  fnotre?ardinz  her\  Infamous  wretch  !  well 
might  file  keif' her  eyes  fix'd  upon  the  ground  ;  but 
M  fee  her,  upbraid  her  with  her  infidelity  and 
leave  her  to  the  guilty  reproaches  of  her  own  m 
grateful  heart. 


n~ 


Y  oung  mar. — 


m  tZ- 

Hen .  [Returning]  Well  what  do  you  fay  ? 

J  en,  I  belie  ve  you  did  not  ri  ghtly  hear  what  I  faid . 
Hen,  Oh  !  I  have  no  time  fortrifling. 
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SCENE  -V.. 

Jenny,  Simkin. 

Jen .  Poor  foul !  how  he  lakes  it  to  heart ;  but  I 
mull  follow  him  ;  for  if  I  lofe  this  opportunity, 
I  may  not  find  it  foeafy  to  get  another.  But,  flay, 
upon  fecond  thoughts,  if  I  can  but  make  a  tool  of 
Simkin,  and  by  that  means  alarm  Louifa,  I  fhall 
every  way  gain  my  ends  ;  for  if  fhe  once  believes 
him  capable  of  flighting  her,  I  am  fure  fhe  has  too 
much  lpiriteverto  fee  him  again. 

Sim.  Oh,  Jenny,  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you ; 
what  do  you  think  brought  me  away  from  Louifa- 
and  them  ? 

Jen.  I  neither  know  nor  care. 

Sim.  Why’  I  was  afraid  you’d  be  jealous. 

Jen.  I  jealous! 

Sim.  Why  yes,  you  know,  becaufe  I  pretend¬ 
ed  to  be  Louiia’s  hufband. 

Jen.  No,  I’d  have  you  to  know,  I  am  not  jea¬ 
lous  ;  I  am  oniy  vex’d  to  think  I  have  been  fucha 
fool,  to  lifien  to  you  fo  long,  you  bafe  creature, 
'■'ou  ! 

Sim.  If  I  did  not  think  there  was  foinething.the 
matter,  by  vour  locking  fo  crofs. 

Jen.  And  enough  to  make  one  ;  you  know  I 
can’t  help  loving  you,  and  this  is  the  way  you  re¬ 
turn  rny  affection. 

Sim.  Why  you  know  it  was  only  in  play. 

Jen.  In  play — I  could  lee  plain  enough,  how 
ycur  eyes  fparkled  upon  the  bare  mention  ot  being 
the  bridegroom. 

Sim.  Nov/-,  Jenny  if  you  would  but  hear  me 
fpeak. 

Jen.  Speak! -get  out  of  my  fight,  you  perjured 
wretch  !  i  was  fool  enough  not  tc  credit  what  I 
heard  of  you,  but  I  dare  fay  ’tis  all  true. 


j8 
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Jen.  That  it  was  you  who  invented  all  theie  re¬ 
ports  about  Henry. 

Sim.  Me!  as  I  am  a  living  Chriftian,  Jenny — 
Jen.  Don’t  fay  a  word  to  me,  you  have  made 

•  »  90 

me  miierable,  and  now  you  v/ant  to  infult  me. 

Sim.  Indeed  I  don’t  ;  vou  can’t  think  now,  hovr 
happy  I  could  make  you,  if  you  would  only  hear 


me  three  wore 

«v 


ten.  Don’t  talk  to  me  of  happinefs,  for  I  neve? 
lhall  be  happy  a^ain  as  long-  as  I  live. 

-t  i  J  w-  #  w 

Sim.  How  dearly  the  loves  me!  what  a  pity  it  is 
file  won’t  let  me  clear  up  this  affair* 

Jen.  And  then  that  demure  little  minx  ;  ch,  I 
could  tear  her  eyes  cut  ;  I  was  always  afraid  of  it 
and  now  I  am  convinc’d  that  her  pretended  love 
for  Henry,  was  nothing  but  a  contrivance  to  blind 
i;ne  the  e after. 

Sim.  Dear,  dear — 

Jen .  But,  however,  you  have  both  mifs’d  your 
aim,  for  Henry  behaves  as  he  ousht  to  do,  and 
holds  her  aits  in  contempt  ;  nay,  he  told  me 
himfelf  he  had  fix’d  his  affections  upon  a  more 
worthy  obi e£h 

torn.  lie  gig  ! 

Jen.  Yes,  he  did,  and  you  may  go  and  tell  her  fo, 
snd  as  for  me, 

A  I  R  VIII. 

Mr,  Simkin,  Pd  have  you  to  know, 


#  • 

Thai  for  c 

ill  your 

Pm  not  at 

rr  v  la  ft 

j 

\r  r 

t  to  it  fo 

Thai 

of  coupe  I  n. 

Q  j.  f 

n't  tare 

l'' 

i  or , 

I  really  Sir . 

,  think , 

I  need  not  go  J 

far  off  i 

For  abetter  than  you  am  day  of  the  week. 

T  o  be  fare ,  7  mu  ft  own,  I  was  foolijh  enough , 

S  o  believe  all  the  Un&ernej s ,  mrfenfe^  and  fuff % 
Which  j  or  ever  you  dinrfd  in  my  ears  \ 


And 


THE  D  E  S  E  R  T  E  R  r9 

And  when  for  a  while  you've  been  out  cf  my  fight, 
The  day  has  been  conifer  tlefs ,  dreary  the  night , 

And  m\  only  companions  my  tears  ; 

But  now  that' s  all  o'er , 

1  hate  you,  defpife  you  >  will  fee  you  no  more. 

SCENE  VI. 

Sim.  Why,  what  the  duce  has  got  hold  of  her  ? 
for  my  fhare,  I  believe  all  the  folks  in  our  village 
are  gone  mad — mad  !  Pcod,  I’ll  be  hang’d  if  any 
Bedlamites  are  half  fo  mad  as  folks  in  love. 

.AIR  IX. 

The  whims  cf  folks  in  love  to  know , 

I  believe  would  f  airly  p of e  Old  Nick  : 

This  moment  Jaf — next  moment  flow. 

No  w  confuting. 

Now  repenting , 

Nor  at  this,  or  that  will  flick ; 

But  changi  ng fill, 

They  won't — they  will — 

When  they  mean  Yes,  they’ll  anfwer  Nay 
And  fume  and  fret. 

This  hour ;  to  get 
What  they  dijlike  d  an  hour  agOi 

If  you  expedl  to  find  them  here. 

To  t'other  fide  they  quickly  vs  re  ; 

The  wind  and  tide , 

In  the  fame  mode  will  longer  bide  ; 

Like  two  fond  turtles,  fide  by  fide. 

This  hour  they  woo. 

And  bill  and  coo! 

Then,  by  and  by, 

No  reef  on  avhy . 

7  hey  make  the  devil  and  all  to  do  ! 

SCENE  VII. 

A  party  oj  Soldiers,  afterwards  Henry, 
i  Sold.  Eli  tel!  yon.  my  boys,  how  the  matter 
{lands  \  it  we  can  but  catch  hold  ot  him,  the  fumtnum 

bon  urn 
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bonum  of  the  thing  is  this,  he’ll  be  firft  try’d  and 
then  {hot. 

2.  Sold.  Yes^but  fuppofe  we  don’t  catch  hold  of 
him  ? 

3  Sold .  Why  then  he’ll  neither  be  tried  nor  fhot* 

4  Sold .  No  more  he  won’t 

2  Sold .  But  I  have  been  thinking  how  we  fhall 
do  to  know  him. 

i  Sold.  Ay,  you  are  a  fool  in  thefe  matters.  I’ll 
tell  you  how  you’ll  know  him  ;  here  !  here  !  I’ve 
got  his  name  and  his  marks  [Reading^  Hanibal 
Firebrand,  fix  foot  and  an  inch  high,  of  an  orange 
tawny  complexion,  a  Roman  nofe,  and  the  letters 
R.T.  burned  in  the  palm  of  his  hand;  the  devil’s 
in  it  if  we  can  imfs  him. 


3  Sold.  Well,  but  you  need  not  ha\*e  taken  all 
this  pains,  for  you  know  he  was  ycur  pot  compa¬ 
nion. 

1  Sold.  Faith  I  forgot  that. 

2  Sold.  And  would  you  go  for  to  lift  your  hand  a- 
gainft  your  friend  ? 

"  I  Sold.  Againft  my  friend !  ay,  againft  my  fa¬ 
ther,  if  he  was  to  defext ;  but  (lay,  {land  by, 
perhaps  this  is  he  !•  \fThsy  draw  back~\ 

He?:.  Where  fhall  I  fly  ?  the  unhappy  have  no 
friends  ;  all  I  meet  make  a  feoff  of  my  fufferings. 

2  Sold .  It  muft  be  him. 


i  Sold.  Keep  back. 

Hen .  Are  the  inhabitants  of  this  place  turned 
brutes  ?  have  they  no  compafiion  ? 

i  Sc  Id.  There,  ycu  fee  how  it  is,  none  of  the 
people  will  fereen  him,  they  are  ho  nett,  and  re¬ 
fuse  to  do  it  ?  I’ll  take  care  the  king  fhall  know 
what  good  luojects  lie  nas. 

Hen.  At  my  heme,  where  I  expected  to  receive 
fo  kind  a  welcome,  I  am  furreunded  with  enemies. 

i  Sold.  There  !  there  !  he  fays  he  expected  to 
receive  fo  kind  a  welcome  from  the  enemv. 


Wd. 
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2  Sold.  So  he  does. 

Hen.  To  defertone  fo  kind, 
i  Sold.  Ah  !  ’twas  an  infamous  thing  of  you  fure 
enough. 

Hen.  Life  is  not  worth  keeping  upon  fuch  terms, 
and  this  infl&nt  could  I  lay  it  down  with  pleafure* 
i  Sold.  Mark  that  ! 

Hen.  I’ll  go  directly,  and- — 
i  Sold.  ( Stopping  him)  Not  fo  faff,  if  youpleaie 
hey  !  why,  this  is  not  the  delerter,  that’s  my  friend  j 
but  no  matter,  one  deferter’s  as  good  as  another. 
Hen.  Do  you  fufpedt  me  for  a  deferter. 
i  Sold.  No,  we  don’t  fufpedt  you  ;  we  know  you 
lor  one. 

Hen.  Me ! 

i  Sold.  Me!  yes  you  !  how  Erange you  make  of 
this  matter ;  why,  did  we  not  hear  you  confefs 
that  you  expected  a  kind  welcome  from  the  enemy  ? 
Eli  tell  you  what,  I  am  not  fond  of  making  peo¬ 
ple  uneafy,  but  every  word  you  have  uttered  will 
be  a  bullet  in  your  guts. 

Hen.  YV  hat  it  I  favour  this,  and  fo  ^et  rid  of 
all  my  woes  at  once — Oh  !  Louifa,  you  have  broke 
my  heart. 

i  Sold.  What  are  you  talking  to  yourfelf  about ; 
Come,  come,  you  are  a  deferter,  and  mult  go 
with  us. 

Hen.  Shall  I  or  not  ? — by  heav’n,  I  will —  I 
i  wn  it,  iamadeferter — lead  me  where  you pleafe* 
i  Sold.  There,  he  ccnfeiTes  it,  and  we  lhall 
have  the  reward. 

A  I  R  X.  Henry. 

I'll  fly  theje  groves ,  this  hated  Jhade, 

Each  found  I  hear,  each  thing  I  fee,. 

Remind  me,  thou  perfidious  maid  ! 

OJ  vows  Jo  often  made  by  thee. 

Blufb  !  blufb ,  Loui/a  !  and  look  there, 

IP  here's  now  thy  truth F  oh  !  tell  me  where  ? 
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Thy  conjl ancy* s  no  more  ; 

And  like  a  vsretch,  by  tempejl  tcfl . 

My  peace  is  gone  y  nay ,  hope  is  loji, 

I  fink  in  fight  of  (bore  ! 

Firftand  fecond  Soldier. 

Come x  brother ,  come, 

Third  and  Fourth  Soldier. 

We  muji  begone . 

Henry. 

Yes,  yes ,  I'll  fly  to  death— lead  on 
Firft,  Second,  Third,  and  Fourth  Soldier. 

Come  then . 

Henry. 

And  yet  >  0  cruel  fate, 

Firfi:,  Second,  Third,  and  Fourth  Soldier. 

He  is  devilijb  loth,. 

Henry 

A  minute  flay, 

One  infant  e’re  Pm  drag’d  away, 

Firft,  Second,  Third,  and  Fourth  Soldier, 

T  ou  have  c o nfe f  r ’ d—  ti s  now  too  late,. 

ACT  IL 

S  C  E  If  E  I.  ^  I 

A  Prifon ,  a  table ,  and  fame  old  chairs ;  Flint, 
who  while  he f peaks  puts  the  flage  in  order ,  Henry 
walks  about  disturbed ;  and  afterwards  Skirmifh, 
who  comes  on,  as  Flint  goes  off' the  flage. 

Fli,  HERE’s  feme  water  for  you  to  drink  ^ 
JL  a  table  and  a  chair,  and  yonder's  your 
bed  ;  but  if  you  go  on  at  the  rate  you  have  begun 
there  will  be  no  great  trouble  in  making  it — I 
am  a  deferter,  1  have  deferted ;  I  believe  you’ll 
find,  you  had  better  not  confefs’d  quite  fo  foon  := — 
why  what  a  devil  of  a  fellow  you  muft  be.  But. 
come,  as  I  faid  before,  there’s  fome  water  for  you, 
and  if  you  chufe  to  have  any  thing  better— for  me* 
ney,  d’ye  fee— you  underftand  me  right— for  mo~ 

nev 
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ney — and  faith,  if  you  have  any,  you  have  T10 
great  reafon  to  be  {paring  of  it«,  for,  I  believe, 

your  bufinefs  will  icon  be  fettled. - Do  you 

chui e  any  wine  ? 

Hen .  No,  no. 

Fit.  Well,  very  well  ;  if  you  won’t  have  wine, 
you  mud  drink  water. 

Hen .  Falfe,  falfe,  Louifa!— Oh,  heaven! 

Fli.  But  you  feem  a  little  down  in  the  mouth 
about  this  bufinefs  ;  never  mind  it,  ’twill  loon  be 
over  ;  you  are  to  differ  at  five  ;  in  the  mean  time 
I'll  fend  a  lodger  of  mine  to  you,  he’ll  put  you  in 
fpirits,  by  that  you  have  drank  a  glafs  together  ; 
his  name  is  Skirmilh;  he’s  adevlifh  hearty  fellow, 

[ Goes  ofj% 

Hen .  That  a  few  hours  fhould  fink  me  from  the 
expectation  of  fo  much  happinefs  to  this  abyfs  of 
mifery  !  Perfidious  woman. 

Skir.  Here*  my  boy,  who  .wants  me  ?  who 
calls  for  Skirmilh  ?  Comrade,  did  you  want  me  ? 

Flen.  Me  !  no. 

Skir.  Why,  yes  you  did.  Ho,  ho,  houfe  1 
here  houfe  !  we’ll  have  a  glafs  together  -;  as  we 
never  faw  one  another  before,  we’ll  now  besrin  to 
renew  our  acquaintance. 

Hen.  Can  you  tell  me,  if  I  could  get  a  fheettff 
writing  paper. 

Skir.  Yes,  fu rely,  you  {hall  have  that:  here 
houfe  !  houfe,  I  lay  !  where  the  devil  are  you  all  ? 
But  heark’ee  friend !  what  a  confounded  miftake 
you  have  made  here  !  A  miftake  !  damme,  you 
you  have  made  two  miftakes  !  I  can  prove  it  :  In 
the  firft  place,  to  defert  at  all  was  a  miftake  ;  then 
to  confefs  it,  Oh,  damn  it,  that  was  a  miftake  in¬ 
deed  !  Iam  but  a  filly  ignorant  fellow  ;  but  had  I 
been  in  your  place,  had  he  been  my  ferjeant,  my 
general,  nay,  my  corporal,  I  would  have  faid. 
No,  I  am  no  deferter.  No,  no  my  lad,  Skirmifh 
fcorns  to  defert.  .  AIR 
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A  I  R  XI. 

Though  to  have  a  bout  at  drinking , 

When  I  hear  the  glajjes  chinking . 

There' s  nothing  but  Pd  do,  or  fay, 

2  et  Skir  mi  fh  ?ie'er  fhall  run  away. 

For  here  is  his  mol  to,  and  fa  there's  an  end: 
He's  none  Gfy  our  flatterers,  who  fawnand  are  civil 
But for  country ,  his  bottle,  his  king  or  his friend , 
Little  Skirmilh  would  go  half-way  to  the  devil , 

Soldiers  of  ten  fickle  prove , 

V/ho  can  know  his  mind for  ever  f 
We  forgive  you  falfe  in  love , 

But  Deferters  never,  never 

SCENE  IL  ' 

Henry,  Lcuiia,  Skirmifh,  who  goes  off  returns , 
and  goes  of  again  during  the  Scene,  and  Flint  with 
wine,  who  goes  off  ij?wiediately  after  he  has  fpoke« 
FB,  There’s  a  young  woman  without  afking  for 
afoldier  \jo  Skirmijh~\  I  fuppofe  it  mull;  be  you  fhe 
wants.. 

Skir.  Yes,  yes  its  me  I  warrant  you  ;  iet  her 
come  in,  but  give  me  the  wine  though  [fets  the 
bottle  down  on  feeing  her']  Ah,  ah,  a  imart  wench 
faith  ! 

Hen,  Good  heavens  j  what  do  I  fee  ?  You  here 
Lou,  Me,  Henry ! 

Hem  Is  it  poifible  ! 

Skir,  Oh,  eh,  I  fmoke  this  hufmefs  ;  comrade 
Pm  off,  I’m  off;  fheVyour  fitter,  I  fuppofe,  or 
your  coufin  but  that’s  nobuimels  of  mine  ;  madam 
no  offence  I  hope  ;  my  name  is  Skirmifh,  I  un¬ 
derhand  what  good  breeding  is  ;  I’m  off;  brother 
foldier,  faith  fhe’s  a  fine  girl,  I’ll  go  and  walk  a 

little  in  the  court  yard  d’ve  mind  me,  I’m  oiff - 

mum. 

Hen,  This  infult  is  beyond  enduring ! — Is  it  not 
enough  ?— but  I  will  net  upbraid  you. 

Lou, 
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Lou.  Hear  me  but  a  moment  ! 

Hen.  Away  !  don’t  I  know  you  falfe  ? — bar* 
barous,  faithlefs  wretch ! 

Skir.  [Coming  on]  Don’t  mind  me  ;  don’t  let 
me  difturb  you  ;  I  only  come  to  fetch  the  wine, 
for  I  believe  you  don’t  care  to  drink  ;  will  you 
take  a  fup  ?  no— well,  your  fervant — I’m  off  a- 
gain. 

Hen .  It  is  not  from  your  hands,  but  from  your 
father’s  that  I  fhall  expeft -  — 

Lou .  ’Tis  true,  my  father  ! 

Hen.  That  infamous  old  man!  but  go — I  have 
no  more  to  fay.  Oh,  Louifa  !  I  dote  upon  you 
ftill  !  is  it  poffible  you  can  intirely  have  forgot  me  ? 

Lou.  Believe  me,  Henry  ! 

Hen.  But  with  what  affurance!— what  compofure! 

Lou.  I  fhould  not  be  compos’d,  if  I  was  really 
•to  blame. 

Hen.  O  thou  perfidious  woman  ? 

Lou „  Enjoy  your  error. 

Hen.  My  error  ? 

Lou.  With  one  word  I  could  convince  you. 

Hen.  With  one  word  !  tpeak  it  then  if  you  dare. 

Lou.  I  am  not  married  then. 

Hen.  Not  married ! 

Lou.  ’Twas  entirely  my  father’s  doings*  his 
lcheme  tc - 

Hen.  O  cruel!  ’tis  to  no  purpofe  whether  ’twas 
you  or  him. 

Lou.  TheDuchefs — 

lien.  Don’t  name  her;  you  dare  not  fhew  your- 
felf  to  her.  <  r  ' '  d  ' 

Lou.  ’Twas  her  who  order’d  the  whole  affair. 

Hen .  How ! 

Lou.  What  I  tell  you  is  true  ;  fome  reports  to 
your  difadvantage  having recah’d  her,  which  I  then 
knew,  and  we  have  fince  found  to  be  falfe,  fhe  or¬ 
dered  this  mock-wedding  (for  fuch  only  it  was)  to 

C  prove: 
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prove  your  affections  ;  Jo  that  every  thing  you 
faw  and  heard  was  contrived  on  purpole  to  deceive 
you,  and  the  whole  affair  was  but  a  joke? 

Hen.  [Sitting  down  in  the  chair,  ref  s  his  hand  on 
the  table ]  Was  but  a  joke  ? 

A  I  R  XII.  Louifa . 

Ah  !  ceafe  this  affliction,,  your  troubles  are  pajl , 

Cj  care  and  dif quiet,  that  flph  was  your  lajl  : 
Hozu  could  you.  once  harbour  a  doubt  of  my  loved 

The  girl  you  convers'd  with,  the  fe aft  and  the  ref 

'The  mufck  and  dancing  was  all  but  a  jef , 

A  frolick  defgn'd  your  affections  to  prove. 

Believe  me,  Louifa  reluCant  comply1  d, 

H  er  father  commanded — intreaty  was  vain  ; 

Or  I  fvjear  by  this  hand  I  would  rather  have  dy’d, 

Than  have  given  my  Henry  a  moment  of  pain. 

H  en .  Oh,  heavens !  my  heart  will  burft. 

Lou.  What  means  this  grief,  my  love  ?.  do  you 
Hill  doubt  the  truth  ot  what  I  fay  ? 

Hen.  No,  Louifa  ;  ’tis  becaufe  I  believe  you. 

Lou.  Elere's  my  father.  Oh,  Sir !  I  am  glad 
you  are  come.  Afk  him  what’s  the  matter  :  make 
him  tell  the  caufe  of  his  diftrefs. 

Ruf  Henry,  my  dear  boy,  good  day  to  you  ;  I 
am  overjoy’d  to  fee  you ;  well,  all  matters  are 
clear’d  up,  and  vou  may  take  Louila  for  your  pains, 
when  ever  you  will,  I  give  her  to  you. 

Hen.  I  befeech  vou,  defire  your  daughter  to 
flep  into  the  court-yard  for  a  minute  or  two. 

Ruf  Why  fo  ? 

Hen .  Oblige  me  ;  only  defire  Ihe  will. 

Ruf.  Louifa,  we  have  fomething  to  fay  to  each 
other ;  ftep  out  for  a  minute  or  two.  I’ll  call  you 
back  prefently. 

Hen.  [Taking  her  hand  as  foe  goes  outJ\  Louifa, 
’tis  an  age  fince  I  faw  you  laft. 

Lou.  And  yet  you  fend  me  away  from  you  already. 

Hen.  You  fhall  come  back  again  immediately. 

Ruf.  I  was  furpris’d  to  hear  you  was  put  in  pri- 
fon,  though  they  tell  me  ’tis  but  for  a  trifle.  I  am 
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overjoy’d  to  fee  you  ;  the  Duchefs  will  foon  get 
you  releas’d,  and  then — but  vcu  leem  thoughtful. 

Hen.  Will  you  promife  me  to  do  whatever  I  re¬ 
quell.  ! 

Ruf.  That  I  will,  provided  it  is  in  my  power. 
Hen.  I  beg  you  to  take  your  daughter  .away  with 
you  ;  we  mull  take  leave  of  one  another. 

Ruf.  Why  I  know  that,  don’t  I  ?  you  mud  go 
back  to  your  regiment. 

Hen.  Well,  return  hither  two  days  hence,  and 
alk  for  a  dragoon,  named  Skirmifh,.  he  will  deli¬ 
ver  you  a  letter — and  for  me— 

Ruf.  C\  I  know  well  enough  what  you  mean  ; 
you’ll  be  at  the  campy  the  king^s. to  be  there. 

Hen .  Have  you  command  enough  of  yourfelf 
not  t,o  betray  any  thing  to  your  daughter  of  what 
L  am  going  to  tell  you 
Rif.  To  be  fure  I  have. 

Hen.  I’m  afraid  fhe’ll  return  before — 

Ruf.  [L  ocking  out. ]  No,  no,  we’re  very  fafe. 

Hen.  This  wedding  trick - 

Ruf.  Yes,  ’twasvl  manag’d  it* 

Hen.  It  threw  me  into  defpair — 

Ruf.  Good  !  very  good]  I  knew  it  would. 

Hen.  And  in  my  tury - — 

Ruf.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  you  was  furious  then  ? 
delightful ! 

Leu.  [ Running  in\  O  cruel  father  !  O  unfor¬ 
tunate  accident !  this  wedding  has  undone  us  all  ; 
he  has  confers’d  himfelf  a  Deferter,  and  is  con¬ 
demn’d  to  fuffer  death. 

Ruf.  What’s  this  I  hear  ? 

Hen.  She  knows  it  all - O  torture  ! 

Rif.  A  deferter  !  condemn’d  !  Henry  can  this 
be  as  fhe  fays  ? 

Hen.  ’Tis  but  too  true. 

Ruf.  Good  heavens ! 

Fli.  You  are  wanted  without. 

C  2  Hen. 
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Hen .  Me  ? 

Fli.  You— —you  muft  go  dire&ly. 
Hen.  Adieu,  Louifa  ! 

A  I  R  XIII. 


Henry. 

Adieu  I  Adieu  l  my  heart  will  breahy 
*Fhis  torment's  beyond  bearing  : 

Louifa. 

Adieu  !  ah ,  why  ?  my  love ,  oh  ?  fpeak^ 

Arid  banijb  this  def pairing. 

Si  ve  thy  Louifa’s  pangs  relrej. 

Henry. 

I  cannot  fpeak9  oh ,  love  f  oh,  grief  ! 

Henry,  Louifa,  and  Ruflet, 

Te  pitying  povSrs  !  fome  comfort  fend  : 

When  will  our  for  rows  have  artend? 

Lou.  For  heav’ns  fake.  Sir!  where  is  he  gone, 
who  wants  him  r 


Fli.  Only  fome  friends. 

Lou.  Surely,  it  can’t  be  to— 

Fli.  Oh,  no  !  ' tis  net  for  that  yet — ’tis  too  fooit 
— — a  while,  about  five  or  fix — perhaps  it  may  be 
feven  fir  ft.  ~ 

Lou.  Oh,  fupport  me,  Sir! 

Rif.  No  child,  we  mav  yet  prevent  it.  I’ll  go 
to  the  duchefs,  and  tell  her  the  whole  affair, 

Lou.  She  has  brought  me  into  this  trouble. 

R:f.  I’ll  feek  her  this  inftant,  do  vou  follow  me* 

[goes  of. 

Lou.  Oh,  Sir  !  on  my  knees  I  befeech  you. 

Fli.  There’s  no  occafion  for  kneeling  to  me  \ 
what  would  you  have  ? 

Lou.  Is  not  the  king  to  be  at  the  camp  to-day  ? 

Fit.  Yes,  and  what  then? 

Lon.  Tell  me,  Sir,  in  inch  a  cafe,  ’tis  anacf  of 
juftice  ;  the  king  furely  wili  do  juftice. 

Fli.  Certainly  ;  he  never  does  otherwise. 

Lou .  Aias,  Sir,  I  am  poor,  fo  very  poor- - 

Fli . 
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Fli.  That  won’t  hinder  it  a  bit ;  the  king’s  too 
good  to  defpife  folks  becaufe  they  are  poor. 

Lou.  But  ’tis  for  you  I  mean. 

Fli.  For  me  ?  .  1 

Lou .  To  thank  you  with  ;  to  intreat  you  ;  here 
is  a  fmall  ornament,  of  no  great  value  indeed  ;  I 
give  you  this.  Sir,  I  wifh  i  had  more  to  give  ;  ’tis 
filver  ;  delay  it  but  till  to-morrow. 

Hi.  Do  what,  delay  it !  [ looking  at  the  trinket']  hey! 
it  i'eems  to  me  to  be  hollow  :  are  you  fare  ’tis  filver  > 
Lou.  This  fufpence  is  dreadful.  •  [Goes off. 
bli.  Why,  I’ll  tell  you;  I  cant  abfolutely  de¬ 
lay  his  execution  :  but  I’ll  let  him  have  as  much 
wine  as  ever  he  can  drink  : — what  gone  ! — Gad* 
this  girl  has  a  generous  fpirit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Skirmifh,  who  holds  a  botile  and  glafs  in  one  hand , 
a  Jheet  oj paper  under  his  arm ,  and  with  the  other 
drags  in  Simkin. 

Skir.  Come  along,  what  the  devil  are  you  a- 
fraidof?  here’s  a  young  man  wants  to  fee  this  fold  ter 
and  thegirl  thatwas  here:  where  -are  they?  [toFlint. 

Fli.  She’s  gone  away. 

Skir.  But,  where’s  he  ? 

Fli.  He  was  lent  for  out  to  fome  friends,  he’l  1 
be  here  again. 

Sim.  Ifyou  pleafe,  Sir,  I’ll  follow  the  gentleman. 
Skir.  You  and  I  mu  ft  flake  a  glafs  together. — So 
this  loldier  is  your  coufin,  is  lie  ? 

Sim.  Yes,  Sir. 

Skir.  Sit  yourfelf  down  then,  and  he  was  lent 
here  yefterday  ? 

Sim.  Yes,  Sir. 

Skir.  Well  then,  fit  down,  I  tell  you. 

Sim.  But  Sir. 

Skir.  Sit  down,  I  fay  ;  fit  down  there  ; — hell 
and  fury,  will  you  fit  down  when  I  bid  yen  ? 

C  3  there  1 


1  ^ 


a  jlj.  xy  xj  u  i  Xj  j\ 


there  ! — now  we’ll  take  a  glafs  together  ;  he’ll 
foon  be  here  ;  come  fill. 

Sim.  Si r,  I  thank  you,  but  I  am  not  dry  *,  be— 
fides  I  don’t  care  much  for  drinking;,  without  know- 


trey 


my  company.  N 

Skir .  Without  knowing  your  company  !  why, 
you  little  ftarv’d  fniveling— an’t  you  in  company 
with  a  geritleman  r  but  drink  this  minute,,  or  I’ll— 
Sim .  I  will,  Sir  if  you  won’t  be  angry. 

Skir .  Not  I :  I  wont  be  angry  :  fo  you  fay  that — 

J  "  *  w  J  J  J 


Sim.  I,  Sir  I*  did  not  fay  any  thing 
Skir .  Well  then,  if  you  did  not  fay  any  thing, 
fing — fing  me  a  long. 

Sim.  I  am  not  in  Spirits  for  finging. 

Skir.  Spirits!  why,  a  long  will  raife  your  fpi — 
rlts ;  come,  fing  away. 

SinK  But  Sir,  I  can’t  fing. 

Skir.  Ever  while  you  live,  fing. 


Sim .  Indeed,  Sir  I  can’t. — 


Skir.  Y  ou  can  ’  t — -w  hy ,  t h  t  n  I  w  1 1 1 . 

Sim.  Well,  but,  Sir. 

Skir.  Sit  ftill,  I  tell  you  ;  I  am  going  to  fing. 
Sim.  But — I  wifn  you,  coufin — 

Skir.  He  can’t  be  long  now  ;  hear  my  fong^ 

A  I  R  XII. 


Women  and  wine  compare  fo  well , 

'They  run-in  a  perfeff  parrallel ; 

For  women  he  witch  us  when  they  willy 
And  fodoes  wine  ; 

'They  make  the  Jlatefman  lofe  his  Jkill} 

The  foldier ,  lawyer ,  and  divine9 

They  put  ft  range  whims  in  the  gravef  fkull9 

And  fend  their  wits  to  gather  wool ; 

Then f  nee  the  world  thus  runs  away  9 
«  And  women  and  wine9 
Ar e  alike  d i -jin e  • 


THE  DESERTER  31, 

There’s  fomething  like  a  fong  for  you  !  now 
we’ll  ftng  together.. 

Sim.  Together  > 

'  Skir.  Ay,  both  together. 

Sim.  But,  Sir,  I  don't  know  your  fong. 

Skir.  Why,  who  the  devil  wants  you  to  fing  my 
fong  ? 

Sim.  I  never  faw  luch  a  man  in  my  life:  how 
fhall  I  get  away  from  him  ? — Sir  ! 

Skir.  Well,  what  d’ye  fay  ? 

Sim.  I  believe  there's  fomebody  looking  for  you. 
yonder. 

Skir.  Is  there  ? 

[  While  Skirmijh  looks  round,  Simkin  takes  an  op-- 
port  unity  of  running  off .] 

Skir.  O,  you  young  dog!  i’ll  be  after  you-;  but 
flay  here  comes  the  poor  unfortunate  young  man 
his  cou  fin-. 

SCENE  V. 

Henry,  Skirmifh 

Skir.  How  are  your  Spirits  ?  take  a  fup  of  this  : 
Oh  !  here’s  your  writing  paper. 

Hen.  Thank  you,  friend  ;  oh,  my  heart !  I  wifh 
I  could  have  feen  Louifa  once  more. 

[Sits  do  urn  to^vjrite 

Skir.  Ah,  your’e  a  happy  man,  you  can  write  ! 
Loud ]  Oh,  my  curfed  liars,  what  a  wretched  fel- 
ow  I  am  ! 

Hen.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ?[ Looking  round J 

Skir.  The  matter  ? — Confufion  ! — I  blufh  to 
lay  it  ;  but  fince  it  muft  out,  what  will  you  fay  to 
iuch  a  poor,  miferable — and  but  this  one  misfor- 
tuue,  fit  to  be  a  general  :  if  I  had  known  how  to 
write,  I  might  have  had  a  regiment  five  years  a- 
go  ;  but  company  is  the  ruin  of  us  all  ;  drinking 
with  one,  and  drinking  with  anothe?  ;  — why, 
none  here  ;  I  was  in  hopes  here  that  I  fhouMbe  able 
to  fludy  a  little  ;  but  the  devil  a  bit  ;  no  fuch  thing 
as  gell  ing  the  bottle  out  of  one’s  hand  :  ah  !  if  I 
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could  hold  the  pen  as  I  have  held  the  bottle,  what 
a  charming  hand  I  fhould  have  wrote  by  this  time. 

Hen.  Skirmifh,  dome  one  favour? 

Skir.  What  is  it  ? 

Hen.  May  I  depend  upon  you  ? 

Skir.  To  the  lafl  drop  of  my  blood. 

Hen .  Promife  me  to  deliver  this  letter. 

Skir.  I’ll  go  diredfly. 

Hen.  You  can’t  go  with  it  now  ;  you  are  a  pri- 
foner,  you  know. 

Skir .  Damn  it,  fo  I  am  ;  I  forgot  that  :  well, 
but  to-morrcw  I  fhall  have  my  liberty,  and  then — - 

Hen.  A  perfon,.  whofe  name  is  Ruffet,  will  be 
here  to  enquire  after  me,  deliver  it  to  him. 

Skir .  May  I  perifh,  if  I  fail. 

Hen .  Let  me  fpeak  to  you.  \They  talk  apart . 

SCENE  VI. 


Henry,  Skirmifh,  Margaret,  jenny,  and  Simkin. 

Mar.  Yes,  yes,  you  vile  huffey,  ’twas  all  your 
fault. 

J en .  Well,  have  not  I  confefs’d  it? 

Mar.  Confefs’dit,  indeed  [  is  not  the  poor  young 
man  going  to  lofe.  his  life,  and  all  upon  your  ac¬ 
count  ? 

Jen.  I  own  it,  I  own  it  ;  I  never  fhall  ’joy 
myfelf  again  as  long  as  I  live  ;  I  fhall  fee  his  ghofl 
every  night. 

Sim.  And  it  ferves  you  right  y  and  I’ll  tell  you 
more  news  for  your  comfort ;  I  would  not  marry 
you  now  you’ve  been  fo  wicked,  if  you  was  worth 
your  weight  in  gold. 

Mar .  Ah  you  need  not  talk  :  for  you  know  well 
enough,  you  was  told  to  run  after  him  to  call  him. 
back  and  you  never  once  offered  to  move, 

Sim .  Why  how  could  I  ?  I  was  the  bridegroom, 


you  Know. 

Jen.  See,  there  he  is  ! 
Mar.  Biefs  us,  how  alte 


r’d  he 


]  O  /"» o 
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Hen.  Good  day,  aunt ;  good  day  ;  [ to  the  others 
give  us  leave,  brother  foldier. 

Skir .  Yes,  yes.  I’ll  go  ;  I  wont  difturb  you  ; 
III  go  and  fee  what  they  are  doing  ;  I  am  afraid  no 
good,  for  the  time  draws  near. 

Mar .  Ah  my  poor  boy!  can  you  forgive  us  ? 
?twas  all  our  doing. 

Jen.  No,  ’twas  my  doing. 

Hen.  Let  us  fay  no  more  about  it ;  it  was  art 
unfortunate  affair :  where’s  Louifa,and  her  father  ? 

Mar.  Ah  !  poor  man  ?  her  father  came  running 
into  the  village,  like  one  diffracted  ;  flung  himfelf 
on  the  ground,  tore  his  hair  ^  we  could  not  get 
him  to  fpeak  to  us. 

Hen.  And  Louifa,  w’ho  has  feen  her  ? 

Sim.  We  none  of  us  can  tell  where  fhe  is. 

Hen.  How !  no  one  know  where  fhe  is  gone  ? 
fome  accident  fure  has  happened  to  her  ? 

Mar.  Don’t  afflift  yourfelf  fo. 

Hen.  Aunt,  if  fhe  is  found  I  muft  rely  on  you 
to  comfort  her,  don’t  fuffar  her  out  of  your  fight ; 
this  is  now  all  the  fervice  you  can  do  me  ;  your 
nephew  muft  die;  for  my  fake,  therefore,  look 
upon  her  as  your  niece  ;  fhe  fhould  have  been  fo 
in  reality. 

Marg.  I  promife  you. 

Hen.  I  could  wifh  to  fee  her  again* 
SCENE,  thelajl 

Henry,  Margaret,  Jenny,  Simkin,  Flint,  Skirmifh 

and  Soldiers. 

Fli.  Comrade,  I  am  forry  to  bring  you  bad  news 
but  you  muft  now  behave  yourfelt  like  a  man  ^ 
the  hellhounds  are  coming  tor  you* 

Hen.  Already  ? 

Skir.  They  are,  indeed;  here,  here,  you’ve 
occafion  enough  for  it  ;  drink  fome  of  this. 

Hen.  Iam  obliged  to  you, —none.  Aunt,  adieu, 

tell 
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tell  my  Louifa,  I  thought  on  her  to  my  laft  mo¬ 
ment  ;  and,  oh,  my  heart  bear  up  a  little,  and  1 
fhall  be  rid  of  this  infuppcrtable  mrfery. 

A  I  R  XIII. 

To  die,  is  nothing  ;  it  is  our  end ,  we  know  ; 

But  ’ tis  a  fure  releafe  from  all  our  woe  ; 

Tis  from  the  mind  tofet  the  body  free, 

And  rid  the  world  of  wretched  things  like  me. 

A  thoufand  ways  our  troubles  here  increafe  ; 

While  care  fucceeding  care ,  defroys  our  peace\ 

IP  hy  fly  we  then  ?  what  can  fuch  comfort  give  ? 

We  cea  fe  to  fi ufft ,  when  we  cea f  ?  to.  li ve . 

[. During  the  fong  a  mejfenger  comes  on 

and  talks  with  Flint.] 

Marg.  Oh,  Lord,  what  fhall  we  do  ?  Pd  give 
all  I  have  in  the  world,  to  prevent  it. 

Sim.  And  for  me,  Pd  part  with  the  very  eloaths 
off  my  back. 

fen.  If  you  could  but  fee  Louifa  ! 

Marg.  Ay,  if  you  could  but  fee  Louifa  ! 

Jen.  Well  give  you  fir,  all  the  money  we  have, 
if  you’ll  only  ftay  till  we  fetch  the  young  woman, 
that  was  here  juft  now. 

Fli.  Well,  I  am  fure  nobody  can  fay,  but  as  how 
I  am  always  ready  to  ferve  every  body  I  can 
what  have  you  got  ? 

Marg.  Why*  here’s  a  little  piece  of  gold,  and 
fume  filver. 

Jen.  And  here’s  my  little  ftock  ;  I  am  fure  eve¬ 
ry  farthing. 

Sim.,  And  there’s  all  mine. 

Fli.  Well  Goodnature  is  my  pride  and  pleafure  *r- 
are  you  fure  you  have  given  me  all  ? 

Marg .  I  am  fure  I  have.- 

Jen.  And  fo  have  I. 

Sim.  AndJ  too,  indeed.. 


Fit. 
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£li.  W '■  ’  r  tv  what  fignifies  hiding  good  news, 
the  voi  g  maids  repriev’d. 

Hen.  How  ?  x 

Fli.  Here’s  a  mefLnger  from  the  camp? 

Hen.  Let  me  fu  down. 

Marg.  I  fhall  die  with  pleafure. 

Lord,  lord,  I  fhall  ieap  out  of  my  fkin. 

Ruf.  Where  is  he  ?  where’6  my  boy,  my  fon  ? 
Louifa,  Henry  has  done  it  all  !  Louifa  has  fav’d 
your  life  ! 

Hen.  Charming  angel!  tell  me  hew,  dear  Sir  ? 

w  C/ 

Rif ,  As  the  armv  were  returning  to  the  camp, 
afliiled  in  her  refolutionby  her  love  for  you,  to  the 
ailcnifhment  of  all  who  law  her,  fhe  rufh’d  like 
lightning  through  the  ranks,  made  her  way  to  the 
king  himlelf,  foil  at  his  Let, — and,  .after  modeftly 
relating  the  circum  (lances  cf  thy  innocence,  and 
her  own  diftrefs,  vow’d  never  to  rife  tiliihe  ob¬ 
tain’d  the  life  of  her  lover  :  the  king,  having 
heard  her  (lory  with  that  elemenev  which  alwavs 
accompanies  a  r.cblc  mmd,  granted  thy  life  to  her 
interceifion  ;  and  the  pomp  paL’d  on  amidil  the 
acclamations  of  the  people. 

Hen.  Charming  generous  creature  ! 

Skir .  Death  and  damnation.! 

Fit,  Why,  what  ails  you,  Skirmifti  ? 

Skir.  The  king  at  the  camp,  and  I  not  there  ! 

Sim.  I  fhall  love  my  coufin  Louifa  for  it  as 
long  as  I  live. 

Ruf.  The  king  wept,  and  the  nobles  fill’d  her 
lap  with  money,  which  fhe  threw  to  the  ground, 
lead  it  fhould  retard  her  in  her  way  to  you. 

Hen.  How  can  I  reward  fuch  tendernefs  ? 

Ruf.  See,  fee,  here  fhe  comes. 

Lou.  My  Henry!  [Falling  into  his  arms. 

Hen.  My  Louifa  ! 


A  I  R 
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Henry. 

My  kind  prefer ver  fain  Pd  fpzak, 

.  Fain  would  I  what  I  feel  exprefs • 

But  language  is  too  poor,  too  weak, 

Pa  thank  this  goodnefs  to  exprefs ; 

Brothers ,  companions ,  age  and  youth  ; 

Oh!  tell  to  all  the  world  her  fame , 
when  they  afk  for  faith  and  truths 
Repeat  my  dear  Louifa’s  name. 

Louifa. 

And  have  Ifav'd  my  Henry’s  life  ? 

Dear  father,  in  my  joy  take  part-: 

I  now  indeed  fiall  he  a  wife, 

Wife  to  the  idol  of  my  heart. 

Thus  when  the  form,  difperfng  flies, 

Through  which  the  failop s  forc'd  to feer  ; 
No  more  he  dreads  inclement  Jkies , 

But  with  the  tempef  leaves  his  fear. 

Rufiet. 

Why,  why,  I  pray  you  this  delay  ? 

Children  your  hands  in  wedlock  join y 
That  I  may  pafs  my  hours  away. 

In  eafe  and  peace  through  life's  decline  ; 
Phis  joy's  tGo  great  my  pride,  my  boaf  \ 
Both,  both  in  my  afjetrlion  fare, 

May  who  delights  the  other  mof. 
Henceforward  be  your  only  care . 

Skirmifh 

I  wifi  your  joy  may  hold  you  long  ; 

But  yet  I  am  not  fuch  a  fit. 

As  not  to  fee  you  all  are  wrong  ; 

Why  is  the  king  to  be  forgot  ? 

You  had  been  wretched  but  for  him  ; 

Then  follow  Skirmifh,  dance  and  fing  ; 

Raife  ev'ry  voice,  f  rain  enSry  limb. 
Huzza ,  and  cry ,  Long  live  the  King, 

FINIS. 
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DEDICATION. 


To  Mrs.  GAR  RICK. 


Madam  ! 

Per  HAPS  you  were  not  aware,  when 
you  were  kind  enough  to  lhew  an  early 
countenance  to  the  following  petite  Opera, 
that  fo  indulgent  an  overture,  entitled  it  in 

O  7 

fome  meafure  to  your  future  patronage 
indeed,  notwithftanding  this  circumftance, 
you  might  probably  have  efcaped  the  pre- 
fent  mortifying  fituation,  had  not  the  author 
conceived,  that  his  piece  owes  no  inconffder- 
able  fhare  of  its  dramatic  effedt  to  your 

J 

tafte  and  judgment : — hence  arofe  an  appeal 
to  his  feelings,  too  powerful  to  be  treated 
with  filent  indifference. — 

I  mean  not,  however,  to  alarm -your  de¬ 
licacy,  by  a  recital  of  thofe  accomplifh- 
ments,  which  have  long  rendered  you  an 
ornament  of  the  moft  fafhionable  circles  ; 
- nor  by  recounting  thofe  private  vir¬ 
tues,  which  ftamp  you  one  of  the  firft 
patterns  of  domeffic  felicity  *,  fadts  how¬ 
ever  agreeable  or  inffrudtive  they  might 
prove  to  fociety,  I  decline  enumerating,  in 
compliment  to  female  diffidence. 

A  2  -  Having 
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Having  therefore  made  the  acknow-  I 
ledgement  I  conceive  due  upon  this  oc- 
eafion,  it  is  high  time  for  me  frankly  to 
confefs,  that  vanity  had  fome  influence 
over  me,  when  I  prefumed  to  think  of 
Mrs.  Garrick  for  the  patronefs  of  this 
my  fiRST  Essay, 


Irmain,  Madam, 

_  •  -  » 

with  gnat  rt/pefi) 

-  — ,  ^ 

Year  mojl  obedient, 

titndiK,  Middle] ex,  and  debited  Servant, 

Feb.  9,  i?75- 


HEN.  BATE. 


.advert  is  e  m  e  nt:. 

AnpMiE  Rival  Candidates  is  an  attempt 
of  the  dramatic  kind,  undertaken  by 
the  writer  from  no  motive  of  literary  vanity, 
but  in  order  to  introduce  to  the  world,  a 
young  mufical  compofer,  whofe  tafte  he  con¬ 
ceived  might  do  honour  to  his  profefTion. 

The  reformer  of  the  Englifh  drama  no 
fooner  was  informed  of  him,  than  he  kindly 
conferred  to  an  early  trial  of  his  abilities,  and 
difcovered  a  generous  anxiety  for  his  fuccefs. 

The  author  arrogates  to  himfelf  but  a  mo¬ 
derate  fhare  of  that  univerfal  applaufe  with 
which  his  piece  has  been  received,  particu- 
Jarly  when  he  recolledts  how  much  of  it  is 
derived  from  the  kind  attention  of  Mr. 
Garrick,  in  the  double  capacity  of  friend, 
and  manager; — and  what  immenfe  claims 
rhofe  refpedlable  perfons  have,  who  fill  his 
little  canvafs  with  fuch  credit  to  themfelves, 
and  their  profeflion.  To  Angle  out  any  one 
of  tbefe  celebrated  performers,  when  all  fo 
kindly  combined  to  produce,  what  is  deemed 
a  linking  reprefentation  in  the  comic  ftyle, 
would  be  a  talk  unpleafing  as  ungenerouSo . 
And  therefore,  as  they  have  been  equally 
zealous  in  their  endeavours,  as  happy  in  the 
execution  of  their  feveral  chandlers,  hewifhes 
them,  jointly  to  accept,  the  returns  of  a  grate*- 
■  il  heait. 

A  o 


D  R  A- 


DRAMATIS 

Byron, 

Sir  Harry  Muif, 
General  Worry? 
Spy, 

First  Gardener? 
Under  Gardeners, 


0 

"V  c 

.  *  V  T  '  f  3  1 

PERSON/E, 

Mr.  Vernon. 

Mr.  Dodd.-  I 
Mr.  parfons. 

Mr.  Wefton, 

Mr.  Banifter. 
f  Mr.  Kear. 

LMr.  Fawcett- 


NarCissa,  Mrs.  Baddely. 

Jenny,  Mrs.  Wrighten, 


SCENE,  A  Country  Villa?  &c. 


i 


THE 


RIVAL  CANDIDATES, 


i  acooccooo*  •  A  a  •  a  900  9  c  om  o  voom  mo*  ooao^aoc  s  >>«o  9  aCCO  ooc  o  ococ  »4M  c  oe  a  oooc 


A  C  T  I.  SC  E  N  E  I. 

A  Hall  in  General  Worry’/  boufe,  adorned  with 
military  trophies  ;  through  the  folding  doors  of  which, 
is  feen  a  part  of  the  garden. 

*  *■ 

N  a  r  c  i  s  s  a  and  Jenny. 

Jenny .  - —  I  N  D  E  E  D,  ma’m,  I  don’t  like  to  go 

JL  near  him  : — befides,  what  the  deuce 
ihould  he  want  with  me  ? 

Kar.  Oh  Tome  frefh  complaints,  I’ll  warrant  you  . 
but  1  defire  you’d  go. 

Jenny.  Lud,  ma’m  f  he’s  fuch  an  old  fufpicious  mor¬ 
tal,  that  I  can  do  no  good  with  him  : — -and  it’s  a  fhame 
to  throw  away  good  rcaloning,  and  fine  fentiment, 
upon  fo  unfeeling  a - 

Nar.  Prithee,  don’t  be  trifling  now,  girl,  but  go  to 
him,  and  let  us  know  the  worft. 

Jenny,  Well,  to  oblige  you,  ra,am>Pll  venture  any 
thing,  v 

Narciss  a. 
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Narcissa,  done. 

Why  was  I  doom’d  to  envy  the  free-born  villager  r— 
or  what  do  I  derive  from  fortune  or  education,  but 
nefledlions,  which  render  my  confinement  infupport- 
able. — The  family  quarrel  which  feparates  me  from 
the  man  I  love,  and  my  father’s  unreafonable  fufpi- 
cions,  lie  heavy  on  my  fpirits  : — aeny’d  even  to  breathe 
that  pure  air,  which  nature  defigned  as  a  common  bl  ef¬ 
fing  to  all  her  creatures! — Surely  the  time  will  come 
when  I  fliall  regain  my  liberty,  and  my  Byron  have  an 
opportunity  of  refuming  the  tender  fubject  of  his  pai- 
fion,  fo  cruelly  cut  off  in  its  infancy. 

AIR  I.  Mrs.  Baddely. 

Soft  Fancy,  thou  truant  tome, 

My  Aim  moss  oh  quickly  obey  ! 

Negledied  by  Byron  and  thee. 

How  heavily  pafies  the  day  ! 

Thy  charms  I’ve  miifaken  for  Love’s, 

So  artfully  do  ft  thou  beguile. 

Thy  magic  enlivens  the  groves. 

When  he  has  forgotten  to  fmile  i . 

Enter  Jenny  haftily, 

Jenny .  Oh  dear,  ma’m  ! — charming  new?,  ma’m! 

Ear,  Thou  art  a  mad  girl but  what  is  the  caufe 

of  this  tranfoort  l 
* 

Jenny.  Lud,  ma’m  !  as  I  hope  to  live  and  breath, 
your  papa  is  going  down  to  the  borough  to  vote  for  his 
friend,  Mr.  Indigo,  the  Nabob,  and  his  nephew,  Sir 
Harry  Muff9  the  fweet  fpark  that  lines  his  clothes  with 
fur  in  the  dog-days— and  your  lover  that  is  to  be— 

Nar.  My  love  that  is  to  be  !— but  prithee  go  on — 

Jen.  And  fo,  ma’m,  he  has  given  us  leave  to  divert 
Gurfeives  in  the  plantations,  till  he  returns  he  fen t 

Spy 
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Spy  in  fearch  of  you,  to  tell  you  of  it  before  he  faw 
me. 

Nar.  Indeed  ! 

Jen.  Yes,  indeed,  and  indeed,  Mam  ! — I  wifh  I 
could  let  Somebody  know  of  it,  that — he  might  pay  us 
a  vi/it. 

Nar.  That’s  impoffible,  Jenny  : — but  fofc !— «-here 
comes  my  father’s  cabinet  counfeilor. 

Enter  Spy. 

Nar. - -Well,  Sir,  what’s  your  bufmefs? 

Spy.  Bufmefs,  madam  1 - no  great  matter  of  bufi- 

nefs  truly  ;  only  his  worfhip  ordered  me  to  tell  you, 
that  he  was  going  to  the  election  at  Tipplewell ;  and 
fo  if  you  thought  fit,  you  and  Mrs.  Jenny  might  re¬ 
create  yourfelves  in  the  pleafure  grounds  (as  it’s  a  fine 
day)  till  he  returns. 

Jen.  There’s  kindnefs  for  you,  madam  ! 

Spy.  But  he  charg’d  me  to  tell  you,  he’d  have  no 
lolling  out  of  the  fummer-houfe  window  that  looks  to 

the  high-road  ; - nor  no  finging,  for  fear  you  fhould 

fcarethe  wild-ducks  that  are  hatching  in  the  ifland  • 
nor  no— — 

Jen  - Opening  our  eyes,  I  fuppofe,  for  fear  we 

fhould  fee  any  thing  in  the  fhape  of  a  man  ! - now 

your  bolt’s  fhot  ! - Your  mailer’s  very  kind  truly,  af¬ 

ter  depriving  us  of  every  enjoyment  for  three  months 
pail,  he  now  fets  a  difh  before  us,  and  generoufly  tells 
us  we  mufl  not  tafle  of  it. 

Spy.  Why  you  know,  Mrs.  Jenny ,  I  would  refufe 
you  nothing  ;  not  even  if  you  were  to  take  a  liking 
to  me  myfelf. 

Jen.  That  would  be  a  fine  difh  indeed  ! 

Nar.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  ;  you  may  tell 
your  maker,  1  think  myfelf  obliged  to  him,  even  for 
this  limited  indulgence  ;■  — what  does  the  fellow  (land 
fo  like  a  llatue  for  ? 

Spy.  I  only  waits  to  let  you  in,  that’s  all, 

Nar.  You  may  fave  yourfelf  that  trouble,  by  giving 
the  keys  to  my  maid. 

W~  '  ’  '  Jen. 
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Jen.  Come  give  them  to  me,  Sir.- - 

Spy. .  But  axing  your  pardon.  Mils  Narcijfa , 

that’s  not  the  cafe  neither ;  I  was  ordered  to  lock  the 
garden  doors  after  you,  and  carry  the  keys  back  to  your 
papa. 

Nar.  Lock  us  ;n,  for  what  ? 

Jen.  Ay,  for  what,  Sir  ? 

Spy.  For- — for - oh  ! - -only  for  fear  the  turkies 

fhould  get  in,  and  eat  up  all  the  ftrawberries,  that’s  all. 

Nar.  1  underhand  my  father’s  cruel  fufpicions ; 
but  thou  hail  more  delicacy  than  thy  maker  ;  go  open 
the  gates.  [Exit  Spy. 

Jen,  Now,  ma’m  ! — if  Mr.  Byron  be  the  gentle¬ 
man  I  take  him  for,  he’ll  find  it  out  fome  how  cr 
other  that  the  old  gentleman  has  left  his  watch,  and 
be  here  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  — - - — 

Nar.  Ah  Jenny  !  ’tis  three  long  weeks* — ■ — 

Jen .  So  it  is,  Ma’m,  fince  he  blew  you  the  laft  kifs 

from  the  orchard-wall,  by  moonlight - Fm  fure  it 

almoft  melted  my  heart,  it  was  fent  up  with  fuch  a  deep 

iigh  poor  young  gentleman  !- - J  wifh  I  was  not 

of  fo  tender  a  conffitution  myfelf  in  thefe  cafes. 

Nar.  Heigh  day  ! — why  I  fhall  look  upon  thee  as  my 
rival  prefen  tly  : — Well,  I  mu  ft  confef?,  girl,  that  Byron 
finds  in  thee  a  powerful  advocate,  and  I,  a  faithful  con¬ 
fidante  :  I  hope  we  Hi  all  be  enabled  to  reward  thy 
fidelity. 

Jen .  I  fhould  be  fufhcietly  repaid,  Ma’m,  in  feeing 
you  happy : — dear  me  !  if  he  would  but  come  now  and 
offer  himfelf  a  candidate  here,  we  might  have  a  fnug 

little  election  of  our  own  : - he  fhould  have  my  vote, 

and  if  I  know  any  thing  of  eyes,  I  don’t  think,  but 
you’d  immediately  return  him. 

Nar.  Faith,  I  cannot  fwear  that  I  wou’d  not, 
Jenny. 

Jen .  Lord,  Ma’m  ! - 1  can  eafily  clamber  over 

the  pales  if  they  do  lock  us  in  : - let  me  go  then, 

and  fee  if  I  can  find  him  any  where. 

Nar .  Heavens,  girl,  not  for  the  world  !- — after  fuch 
an  imprudent  advance  on  my  part,  1  need  not  wonder 

if 
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if  a  cool  indifference  fliould  fucceed  on  his:  for  I  have 
been  told,  Jenny,  that  men  always  fet  a  value  upon  a 
conqueft,  in  proportion  to  the  eafe,  or  difficulty  with 
which  it  is  obtain’d  : — and  yet  I  long  to  fee  him  ! — but 
come,  I  am  impatient  to  enjoy  once  more  the  beauties 
of  nature:  I  am  going  into  the  drawing-room  for  my 
book  ;  you’ll  find  me  at  one  of  my  favourite  feats, 
where  I  really  long  to  reft  myfelf.  [ Exit  Nar . 


Jenny,  alone . 

Poor  young  lady ! — I  wonder  fhe  holds  it  out  fo  long: 
no  fleep  o’nights,  and  her  little  heart  hurry  fcurry, 
hurry  fcurry  !  all  day  : — the  deuce  take  the  men  fay  I, 
for  a  pack  of  unfeeling  numfkuls  ;  they  are  all  alike— 
wonderfully  loving,  when  locks  and  bars  are  between; 
but  if  you  give  ’em  a  favourable  opportunity,  not  one 
in  ten  of  them  has  the  brains  to  make  ufe  of  it. 


AIR  II.  Mrs .  JVrighten ; 

Fie  !  fie  !  filly  man, 

Your  foft  nonfenfe  forego. 

No  heart  you’ll  trepan 
With  your  fighing — heigho! 

For  that’s  not  the  way  a  fond  damfel  to  woo  ; 

A  truce  to  your  whining, 

Your  fobbing,  and  pining  ; 

But  prefs  her ! 

Carefs  her! 

The  bufinefs  is  done,  and  fhe’ll  foon  buckle  too. 

[Exit  Jenny , 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  General  Worry  difco vering  Jenny  as  Jhe 

goes  off.  _  -  < 

Gen .  There’s  a  baggage  for  you  now! — Zounds! 
if  I  had  Hole  a  march  upon  her  a  minute  fooner,  I 
fhould  have  catch’d  ’em  out  ! — Damme,  if  the  life  I 
now  lead  is  not  more  perilous,  than  when  I  was  upon 
the  coad  of  France,  and  expe&ed  a  mine  to  be  fprung 
upon  me  every  dep  I  advanced.— A  fine  bouncing  girl, 
fcribbling  dying  fongs,  and  love-letters,  from  morning 
till  night,  and  fnivelling  day  after  day  for  Liberty,  in 
orde-r  to  run  away  with  fome  fcape-grace,  who’ll  cut 
my  throat  to  get  in  for  my  fortune  ; — -and  an  abigail, 
crafty  enough  to  debauch  the  morals  of  a  Lapland  vir¬ 
gin  !—  It’s  too  much  for  an  invalid  of  fixty-five  !  —But, 
upon  fecond  thought,  there  can  come  no  great  harm 
on  letting  them  out  for  a  little  while: — befides  it  will 
give  Narciffa  a  bloom  again!!  I  bring  Sir  Harry  home 
with  me 

[ Enter  Spy,  whiffling ,  and  leading  a  large  mafiff. \ 

Spy.  Here,  Dragon  !  Dragon  ! 

Gen,  Well,  Spy  !-— what,  have  you  let  ’em  out  ? 

Spy.  Yes,  your  honor’s  worfhip,  I  let  ’em  loofe  :■ - 

it  would  have  done  your  heart  good  to  fee  ’em  :  they 
jump’d  and  frifk’d  about,  for  all  the  world,  like  rabbits 
in  a  warren. 

Gen ,  But  did  you  double-lock  all  the  gates? 

Spy.  Yes,  your  honor  :  and  I’ve  unmuzzled  Dragon, 
and  am  going  to  let  him  loofe  in  the  back  yard. 

Gen.  Well,  that’s  right;  but  fuppofe  they  fhould 
clamber  over  the  pales  and  elope?  I’ve  heard  of  fuch 
things  in  my  time  ! 

Spy.  So  have  I ;  but  they  mud  fcrample  deucedly  if 
they  do -indeed-,  for  the  matter  of  that,  Mrs.  Jenny 
has  a  fine  dride  with  her. 

Gen* 
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Gen .  Are  you  fure  now,  Spy,  that  you’ve  feen  no 
fufpicious  kind  of  body  lurking  about  the  grounds  this 
week  pall  ? 

Spy.  Not  a  foul,  indeed,  your  honor;  nor  can  I 
track  any  thing  but  the  foot  of  farmer  Brown’s  Tom  cat, 
that  comes  caterwauling  after  Mifs  NarcifTa’s  Tabby; 
and,  if  I  catch  him,  [  fancy  I  fhall  flop  his  rambles. 

Gen .  Well  then,  all’s  well ! — but  I’m  wailing  time 
here— I’ll  fet  out--nothing  fhould  have  tempted  me  from 
home,  but  the  fear  of  affronting  my  old  friend  Indigo: 
— Sir  Harry  will  have  a  line  eflate,  in  a  ring-fence,  clofe 
to  mine, — he’s  worth  a  little  powder. — Come,  .S/y,  you 
and  Dragon  to  your  polls; — you  muit  have  an  hawk’s 
eye  upon  ’em  ; — and  be  fure  you  don’t  tipple  upon 
guard  ;  —  behave  like  a  foldier  to-day,  and  I’ll  give  you 
leave  to  get  drunk  to-morrow  by  day- break. 

Spy. Thank,  your  honor  ;  I’ll  take  you  at  your  word : 
f going  returns 1  your  worfhip  [ pointing  to  Dragon]  we  are 
a  pair  of  Haunch  friends,  or  deadly  enemies. 

[Exit  with  Dragon. 

Gen.  — Now  I  recollect,  there  is  certainly  a  coni'pi- 
racy  againfl  me,  for  I  traced  a  man’s  foot  upon  the 
tulip-bed,  a  full  inch  longer  than  Spy’s  or  any  of  the 
gardeners. —  It  I  find  her  out,  I  don’t  know  what  I  fhall 
do  in  my  paflion  ! — perhaps  take  a  fecond  rib,  and  gee 
a  fon  and  heir  to  difinherit  her! 

A  I  R  III.  Mr.  Par/ons. 

What  new  curfes  fpring  up. 

To  replenifh  man’s  cup, 

’  Tho’  heaven  in  pity  has  borrowed  his  wife! 

His  daughter  will  grieve  him, 

With  plots  to  deceive  him  : 

But  mine  ! — oh,  1*11  match  her 
The  firil  time  1  catch  her. 

Attempt,  a  young  jade,  to  embitter  my  life  ! 

[Exit. 
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SCENE  III. 

t  - 

N  ar  c  i  s  s  a  difcouered  on  a  garden  feat  reading  J  enny 
entering  hafiily  to  her  with  a  bird. 

\ Jen .  Law,  ma’m  !— - 1  have  caught  the  fweet-eft 

little  linnet  In  the  green-houfe,  "hat  ever  you  faw  in  all 
your  born  days: — how  its  little  heart  goes  pit-a-pat! 
- only  look  at  it,  ma’m  : . - --- 

Nar.  Depriv’d  of  liberty  myfelf,  I  cannot  behold 
the  pretty  captive  without  emotion  : - prithee,  let  it 

g°  :  — — — 

Jen .  But  perhaps  we  may  never  catch  it  again, 
ma’m : — and  I  want  to  hang  it  up  as  a  companion  to 
my  little  bull-finch. 

Nar.  The  generous  find  more  true  delight  in  reilor- 
ing  their  prifcners  to  freedom,  than  in  all  the  advan¬ 
tages  they  derive  from  their  captivity  : — Pretty  fpor- 
tive  creatures ! — tho’  we  envy  them  their  liberty,  ne¬ 
ver  let  it  be  faid,  that  we  invade  the  fmalleft  of  their 
little  privileges. 

{While  the  fymphony  is  playing ,  Jenny  releafss  the  bird.  ] 


A  I  R  IV".  Rondo.  Mrs.Baddely . 

Love  unfetter’d  is  a  bleffing 
Nature’s  commoners  enjoy  ; 

Source  of  raptures  pad  expreffmg. 

Which  no  tyrant  laws  deflroy. 

Come,  ye  fongfters !  wing  around  me, 

Tell  me  all  ye  know  of  love : 

Watchful  of  your  young  you’ve  found  me ; — • 
—Hark  !  they  carol  thro’  the  grove, 

[Love  unfettered,  &Ci  D,  Capo. 
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Jen .  Ay,  ma'm  ! — and  I’d  be  as  free  as  the  lark 
myfelf,  if  i  had  the  fortune  that  you’ll  have,  and  no: 
be  mew’d  up  any  longer. 

Nar.  But  there’s  fuch  a  thing  as  reputation,  Jenny; 
— and  my  father  never  fails  to  tell  me,  ’tis  to  be  pre- 
ferved  but  by  prudence  and  philofophv. 

Jen.  Philofophy !  what  the  deuce  does  he  mean  by 
that  ? 

Nar.  That  I  fhould  fubdue  all  my  feelings  I  fup- 
pofe,  in  compliment  to  his. 

Jen.  Is  that  his  philofophy? — oh  never  think  of  it, 

ma’m,  ’till  you  can  think  of  nothing  elle. - 1  dare 

f'.vear  your  papa  never  thought  any  thing  about  it,  ’til- 
he  found  himfelf  a  philofopher  againft  his  will. 

AIR  V.  Mrs.  IVrighten . 

Since  his  worfhip  forfooth. 

Having  loft  his  fweet  tooth, 

Forbids  you  Love’s  feaft 
Which  no  more  he  can  tafte, 

Ee  advis’d,  and  he’ll  find  you  a  tartar  ! 

Talk  of  lovers  to  vex  him  : 

Intrigue  to  perplex  him  : — 

What  give  nature  the  lye? 

By  my  ftars  would  not  1 ! 

Though  I  dy’d  the  next  moment  her  martyr. 

Nar.  There’s  fomething  of  reafon  in  that  girl 
c.  i  her,  there’s  fomething  in  it  I  believe  that  flat¬ 
ten  m  /  own  inclinations: — be  that  as  it  may;  -me- 
thinks  if  B;:ron  were  prefent,  I  fhould  not  hefitate  to 
fly  with  him  any  where. 

Jen  Lud,ma’m!  if  you  could  but  beh  Id  yourfelf 
this  moment,  you’d  fee  the  charming  difference  be¬ 
tween  a  deipairing  damfel,  and  one  who  loves  with 
fpirit : — for  my  part,  1  always  think  it  time  enough 
for  a  woman  to  defpair,  when  you  may  count  her  age 
by  her  wrinkles. 

B  2 
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A^r.  Thy  pleafantry,  girl,  generally  carries  confo- 
lation  along  with  it -.-—Well  !  tho’  I  cannot  but  fbme- 
times  lament  his  abfence,  yet  I  receive  comfort  from 
thy  council,  which  tells  me,  I  fhall  one  day  or  other 
fee  a  reverfe  of  fortune: — Oh  1  how  tranfporting  the 
idea,  fenny? 

A  I  R  VI.  Mrs.  Baddely . 

* 

Thus  the  midnight  tempeft  raging 
Strikes  the  failor  with  difmay, 

Furious  winds,  and  waves  engaging, 

Banifh  every  hope  of  day  ! 

But  at  dawn,  their  wrath  fubfiding, 

Ocean  wears  a  tranquil  face  ; 

Joy,  through  every  current  gliding, 

Calms  his  bofom  into  peace. 

Jen.  Hufh  ?  hufh  ! — As  I  hope  to  be  married,  yoa- 
der*s  that  arch  mongrel  Spy  upon  the  watch  behind  the 
mulberry-tree  there; — and  now  he’s  coming  this 
way:— what  if  I  could  prevail  upon  him  to  go  down 
to  the  election,  and  make  me  deputy  turnkey. 

Nar<  That’s  impodible  ;  'he  gets  too  much  by 
watching  us,  to  give  up  his  poll  for  nothing. 

Jen  Do  you  call  love  nothing  ? — Confider  what 
you  feel  yourfelf,  madam,  and  then  think  cf  poor 
Spy’s  fufferings. — Ha !  ha!  ha! — he’s  dying  for  me; 
and  fo  if  he  won’t  betray  every  body  elfe  to  obey  me, 
he  lhali  dangle  upon  that  willow  before  I  give  him  a 
lingle  grain  of  hope ; — however,  take  your  book, 
and  go  reft  yourfelf  in  your  favourite  bower  near  the 
fountain,  while  I  try  the  power  of  my  charms. —  He 
muft  give  up  his  mafter  or  me:  fo  don’t  fear  our  fuc- 
cefs. 

Kar,  Profper  thee  my  faithful  girl]  Exit  Nar. 


Enter 
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Enter  Spy. 

Spy.  Your  fervant,  Madam  Jenny: — it’s  a  bleiTed 
fine  day,  and  you’re  all  alone,  I  fee. —  I  am  with  you 
indeed,—  but  then  I’m  nobody,  Mrs.  Jenny,  unlefs 
you’d  fmile  upon  me. 

Jen.  Smile  upon  you ,  Mr.  Spy? — you  are  nobody 
indeed  can  an  Englifh-woman,  and  a  friend  to  li¬ 
berty  and  the  rights  of  the  conflitution,  fmile  upon  a 
creature - 

Spy,  Creature! — am  I  a  creature,  Mrs.  Jenny? — 
why,  you  make  me  as  bad  as  Dragon. 

Jen.  You  are  worfe,  Mr.  Spy  :  he’s  a  dumb  crea¬ 
ture,  and  knows  no  better;— but  you  can  talk,  and 
talk  finely,  Mr,  Spy. 

Spy.  Thank  you  for  that,  Mr?.  Jenny  ; — to  be  fure 
1  can  talk  a  little  when  I  am  half  cock’d.* 

Jen.  Fie  for  lhame  !  then,  Mr.  Spy  ! - Fie  for 

lhame !--  Can  a  free-born  woman  like  myfelf,  who 
vouid  give  up  my  life,  nay  more — perhaps  my  ho¬ 
nour  for  my  country - 

Spy.  That  is  noble  indeed  ! 

Jen.  — Shall  1  fmile  upon  a  creature,  who,  whilft 
ikis  country’s  rights  are  in  danger  at  the  election  of 
Tipplewell,  can  meanly,  and  inglorioufly  ftay  at  home 
!6  watch  the  motions  of  two  innocent  young  ladies, 
when  he  fhcu’d  be  huzzaing,  drinking,  and  breaking 
windows,  for  liberty  and  property? - - 

Spy.  indeed,  and  fo  1  fhould  - how  her  fine 

fpeeches  melt  a  body  ! 

Jen  O  fie  for  lhame,  Mr.  Spy ! - never  alk  for 

my  fmiles.  My  imiles,  my  hand,  and  my  heart  fhall 
be  given  to  a  man  only,  and  an  Englijhmar. , 

Spy.  1  am  both  a  man  and  an  Fnglilhman  .• — but 
what  fignifies  all  that,  when  I’ve  no  money  in  my 
pocket if  I  had  but  one  piece  of  filver  to  prime  me 
with  a  little,  no  man  Ihouid  hand  firmer  by  you  and 
his  country,  than  little  Spy  would. 
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‘Jen.  You  {han’t  want  for  that  then,  tho’  it’s  the 
only  companion  to  my  filver  thimble; — here  Mr.  Spy, 

[ghves  him  money  . 

Spy.  Now  one  little  roguifh  {mile,  that  I’d  give  a 
thouiand  of  thefe  for,— and  the  keys  are  your  own. 

Jen.  Deareft  Mr.  Spy  [court  efying  and  f mi  ling]  I 
thank  you  ! 

Spy.  Had  they  been  the  keys  of  the  ftrong  beer  cel¬ 
lar,  you  ftioula  have  had  ’em  ! — thus  I  furrender  up 
the  garrifon  for  the  prefent,  [giving  her  the  keys ]  and 
now  to  protect  the  laws,  liberties,  and  property  of 
Old  England:  [goingt  returns.] — Perhaps,  Mrs.  Jenny, 
I  may  return  bold  enough  to  intreat  another  favor, — 
may  I  hope? 

Jen.  A  patriot  may  hope—  never  to  figh  in  vain  ! 

Spy.  That’s  noble  again! — I’ll  only  ftep  and  mount 
my  gaters,  and  return  in  an  inilant ; — you  {hall  let 
me  out  at  the  back  gate,  and  I’ll  vvhiik  down  to  the 
borough  as  quick  as  a  nine-pounder. 

That — for  my  mailer ! — by  your  fmiles  Pm  bleft, 

Ale !  love  f  and  liberty,  now  fire  my  breafl. 

[Exit  Spy. 

Jen n y  laughing, 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  \  there’s  a  pretty  fool  now  i  —  If  the  fate 
of  a  kingdom  had  depended  upon  it,  the  gudgeon 
would  have  bit  juft  the  fame. — Let  fnort-nghted  poli¬ 
ticians  fay  what  they  will  about  the  power  of  money, 
a  little  weil-diiTem bled  love  will  go  farther,  take  my 
word  for  it.  [Exit  jenny. 


S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE  IV. 


A  perfpeftive  view  to  the  General's  park ;  cn  an  oak  tree 
near  the  paling  of  which  is  the  ufual  infcription  of — - 
Men  traps,  and  fpring  guns,  &c. 

Enter  Byron. 

-  By  this  time  the  old  buck  is  loft  in  the  general  up¬ 
roar  ot"  an  eledtion. — What  a  lucky  dog  was  I  to 
catch  a  glimpi'e  of  him  as  he  pafs’d  along  the  road  l 
— let  him  choofe  whom  he  pleafes, — I  am  happy  that 
1  refund  the  folicitations  of  mv  friends,  as  my  fuccefs 

would  but  have  increaied  his  refentment. - Give  me, 

kind  Fortune,  but  thy  voice  in  Love' s  foft  eledlion,  and 
I  care  not  who  are  the  reprefentatives  of  a  tumultu¬ 
ous  borough  ! - but  here’s  the  bleft  retreat  of  my 

Naicifta. 

AIR  VII.  Mr  Vernon. 

How  oft  through  this  refponlive  grove 
Has  fofteft  echo  tqld  my  tale  ! 

When  e’er  Ihe  caught  my  notes  of  love. 

She  gently  bore  them  down  the  vale  ! 

1  he  feene  renew’d,  my  wakeful  breaft 
Now  joyful  beats  to  love’s  alarms ; 

Ye  pow’rs  wlio  pity  the  diftreft, 

Tranfport  me  to  Narcijfds  arms  ! 

v  •  *  c  * 

- Heighday  1 - ( dijiovering  the  infcription ) — * 

what  new  bugbear  have  we  here  r — “  Men-traps  and 
“  fpring-guns  fet  in  theie  grounds  day  and  night.” 

• - Well  done,  General! - Indeed  you  plann’d 

things  a  little  better  laft  war,  or  we  fhouid  not  have 

heard 
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heard  fo  much  of  your  exploits  : — ha  !  ha  !  ha!— — - 
fuch  a  device  might  fecure  your  ducks  and  geefe,  but 
not  the  game  I’m  in  puri'uit  of,  I  allure  you  fo  with 
my  coufm  Ranger— Up  I  go  ! — up  I  go  ! — (getting 
upon  the  pales) — there— now  if  the  Cyprian  deity,  has 
not  taken  care  to  draw  all  the  charges  of  his  fpring- 
guns,  and  blunt  the  teeth  of  his  Heel-traps,  I’m 
miftaken  in  my  goddeis — So  love  and  fortune  go  with 
me.  (jumps  over . 


ACT  II, 


.  C  E  N  E  V. 

J  e  N  y  alone . 

I  KNEW  I  could  coax  him  to  make  a  fool  of  him-- 
felf,  and  give  me  the  keys  : — Hark  ?  did  not  I 
hear  fomething  ?  No  ;  I  believe  it  was  only  the  noife 
of  the  cafcade  :  but  it  put  my  heart  into  my  mouth! 

• — Egad,  if  Mil's  N  arc  ill  a  was  to  be  catch’ d  Deeping 
■ — and  the  poor  thing  takes  a  very  found  nap — there 
would  be  a  fine  fpot  of  work;  but  I  believe  there’s 
no  great  danger,  for  the  gardeners  can’t  be  come  back  * 
from  the  election  yet  : — — —Well, Til  e’en  take  a  run 
acrofs  the  green,  and  fee  if  I  can  fpy  him  for  her. — 
Pretty  creatures,  I  fhould  like  to  bring  them  together  ! 
—and  for  all  fhe’s  fo  fiy,  and  looks  fo  demure,  my 
word  for,  it  fhe’il  have  no  objection. — If  all  women 
were  like  me,  they’d  cut  the  matter  very  fiiort,  for  my 
tongue  .and  my  heart  always  go  together. 

•  ’  A  I  R 


A  I  R  VIII.  Mrs.  Wrigbten . 


Fine  ladies  may  tell  us 
They  hate  pretty  fellows, 

Defpife  little  Cupid — his  quiver,  and  dart, 

But  when  love’s  only  by, 

Not  a. prude  will  deny, 

That  man  tho*  a  tyrant’s  the  lord  of  her  heart. 

So  bewitching  a  creature  ! 

So  noble  each  feature  ! 

My  bjfom  commands  me  to  take  his  dear  part ; 
Then  how  can  I  conceal 
What  my  eyes  will  reveal  ? — 

That  he  mull,  and  he  will  be — the  lord  of  my  heart. 


SCENE  VI. 

Byron  difcovered  in  an  attitude  of  furprife ,  beholding 
Narcissa  afeep  in  a  fejfatnin  bower, 

Byr.  — Surely  my  eyes  deceive  me  l - or  is  it 

tome  Sleeping  Naiad  of  the  neighbouring  floods  r« - - 

No  ;  his  her !  ’tis  my  Narcifla’s  heavenly  form, 

harmonious  form’d  by  nature’s  matchlefs  hand  ! 

* 

AIR  IX.  Mr.  Vernon . 

My  bofom’s  on  fire  ! 

It  throbs  with  defire. 

Say  whither  ye  gods  fhall  I  fly  ? 

Love  prefles  my  flay  ; 

But  Ihould  I  obey, 

To  my  paflions  a  victim  I  die. 

{going,  returns . 

-  ■■  ■  -But 
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* - - — —But  a  ay  thus*  will  I  obey  the  dictates  of 

honor  as  well  as  love.  Thanks  to  love  and  the  de- 
fcrip  iT,e  author  ei  the  Seafons.  \ Takes  a  car'd  from 
bis  pockety  and  writes ] — — - there  — — in  a  tene¬ 

ment  for  the  innocent  trefpafs  on  thy  foft  repefe,  I  will 
become  thy  watchful  guardian,  and  protefl  thee  from 
the  eye  of  any  rude  obierver: — but  foft !  my  eager 
tranfport  has  didurS’d  her  : — fhe  wakes—  and  fee  fhe 
ihrinks  even  at  nature’s  voice  ;• — alarm’d,  and  blufhing 
at  the  doubtful  breeze  !  I  mud  conceal  myfelf. 

I  He  retires  behind  a  tree . 

Narcissa  awaking. 

Nar.  * — - Methoughfc  I  heard  fome  human  voice  ! 

Thefe  fleeplefs  eyes,  wearied  with  perpetual  watchings, 
betrayed  me  into  dumber  : — Sure  no  eye  profane  peep’d 
thro’  yon  clofe  recefs,  and  in  my  unguarded  moments 

— - -Ah!  what’s  here?  {feeing  the  card,  ■  ■  * 

then  Em  undone.  (Comes  forward  and  reeds.') 

* — — -  ■  - -  **  Sleep  on  my  fair, 

ss  Yet  un beheld,  fave  by  the  facred  eye 
iC  Of  faithful  love  :  I  go  to  guard  thy  haunt, 

*f  To  keep  from  thy  recefs  each  vagrant  foot, 

*l  And  each  licentious  eye  ! 

( After  a  paufe  of -Monder)———  It  is — it  is  my 

Byron’s  well-known  hand!* - — then  why  thefe  mixe 

emotions  hard  to  be  deferib’d  r  why 'heaves  my  la¬ 
bouring  bread,  except  to  bid  eternal  welcome  to  its 
long- lov’d  lord? — No,  my  Byron,  no!  thy  virtuous 
merit  dial!  go  no  longer  unrewarded:- — but  where  is 
he  ? — ded  ! — adid  me  then  love’s  favourite  mufe,  that 
thus  expeffing  my  own  feelings,  I  may  alleviate  the 
fe verity  of  his.—— - (She  writes  and  Jings  ) 


A  I  R 


AIR  X.  Mrs.  Baddely . 


Dear  youth,  my  fond  heart  you  have  won, 

Tis  a  truth,  that  it  cannot  deny  ; 

Love’s  fetters  have  made  us  but  one, 

Then  tell  me,— ah  ;  why  didft  thou  fly  \ 

My  hand  (hall  thy  honour  repay. 

As  witnefs  this  amorous  figh  ! 

So  believe  me  when  hither  you  flray, 

You  need  not, - 

(Byron  dif covering  himfelf  fings — I  never  will  fly  ! 

Nar.  ( dropping  the  card.)  Heavens  defend  me  ! 

Byr.  Forgive  me,  lovely  maid,  for  thus  breaking  in 
upon  thofe  angelic  flrains : — it  I  have  miilaken  their 
f.veet  harmonious  burthen,  I  am  fuikciently  p unified 
for  my  preemption. 

Nar.  (beholding  him  qjfettionately)  My  faithful 
Bvron  ! — why  fhould  my  tongue  deny,  what  my  looks, 
iighs,  and  every  adlion  of  my  life  proclaim  ? — In  the 
infancy  of  afFeclion,  hypocriJy  may  be  merit  ;  but 
when  love  is  allured  of  love,  concealment  would  be 
folly,  and  prudery  a  crime. 

AIR  XI. 


Mrs.  Baddely  and  Mr ,  Vernon. 


Nar — Here  I  plight  a  maiden’s  vow  ! — 
Byr. — By  thy  beauteous  felf  I  fwear  !— 
Nar.  Thou  lhalt  be  my  guardian  now  ! 
Byr.  Thou  lhalt  be  my  only  care  !. 


Duet; 

Here  we  plight,  &c.- 

*  *  di  •  AJ  4 


Enter 


J 
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Enter  Jenny  haftily. 

^Jen.  Oh,  flop  your  piping  f - who  the  deuce 

would  have  thought  of  feeing  you  here — [to  Byron) — 
Your  papa,  ma’m,  is  this  moment  return’d,  and  Sir 
Harry  Muff  along  with  him;  they’ll  be  in  at  the 
gate  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  ! 

Nar.  Oh  we  are  undone  then,  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

Byr  How  for  vour  fake  fhall  I  avoid  them  ? 

Jen .  Oh  dear  m’am,  I  have  it  ! — run  both  of  you 
with  me  into  the  temple,  and  I’ll  bolt  you’  in  fafe 
enough  : — I’ve  been  forced  to  play  at  bo-peep  with 
him  there  a  hundred  and  a  hundred  times  before  now 
rnyfelf— - in  !  in  !  in  !— - 

[. Exeunt  to  the  temple . 


S  CEN  E  VII. 

Gen.  Worry,  and  Sir  Harry  Muff. 

Sir  Harry.  No,  Sir  ; — thefe  things  never  give  a 
moment’s  uneafinefs  to  a  man  of  the  world,  Sur  man 

honeur 

Gen .  No  ? — What  the  devil,  be  kick’d  out  of  your 

birthright  by  an  impudent  young  fcoundrel,  the  fe- 

cond  fon  of  an  obfiinate  fool  of  a  baronet,  and  not 

take  fire  at  it  ?  You’d  make  a  damn’d  fine  foldier  ! — 

Sir  Harry.  We  take  fire  at  nothing,  Gen.  Worry  : 

You,  fine  gentlemen  of  the  laid  century,  wore  your- 

ielves  out  with  your  gunpowder  paffiofls  before  you 

were  men  —  for  example,  your  fire  has  burnt  you 

to  the  bone,  General ;  fo  that  you  are  in  reality, 

•  . 

nothing  but  a  colle&ion  of  tinder  and  touchwood. 

Gen .  Damme,  you’ve  not  a  fingle  fpark  of  fire  in 
your  whole  compofition. 

Sir  Harry.  Paffion  of  any  kind  agitates  the  human 
frame  moil  horribly ;  and  therefore  we  of  the  high 

ton 
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ton  have  no  paflions  at  all  ;  indeed  our  lives  may  le  . 
properly  ftiled,  a  kind  of  agreeable  vegetation. 

Gen.  Agreeable  vegetation  ! - what  a  devil  of  a 

hufband  will  this  fellow  make  ?  [afide. 

Sir  Harry .  But  I’m  all  agog  for  a  fight  of  your  deli¬ 
cious  daughter — they  tell  me  fhe’s  a  fine  cretur ;  is  fhe 
any  thing  like  Maria  ? — [Taking  cff  his  hat ] 

Gen .  What  the  devil  has  he  got  there? — A  pi&ure 
j  in  his  hat  inftead  of  a  button  ! 

Sir  Harry.  — A  propos,  has  Narcijfa  good  teeth  ? 

Gen.  What  the  devil  will  he  afk  ms  next?  (a fide) 

I’ll  anfwer  for’t,  fhe’ll  do  your  table  no  diicredit,  if 
that’s  all; - but  zounds - 

Sir  Harry.  Table  !  why,  my  dear  General,  we  do  not 

underhand  each  other: - Do  you  ferioufly  imagine, 

that  teeth  in  this  enlighten’d  age,  like  your  green- 
handled  knives  and  forks,  are  mechanically  conftrucled 
for  eating  ? 

Gen.  Wh}',  what  the  devil  would  you  have  ’em  con- 
ftrudted  for  ? 

Sir  Harry  Quel  fauvage  !  ( ajide)  why,  General,  if 
you  mull  know,  the  teeth  belonging  to  perfons  of  fa- 
fhion,  are  tortur’d  into  beauteous  femi-circle?,  and  po- 
lifh’d  thrice  a-day  for  the  admiration  of  the  beholders. 

Gen .  And  that’s  the  reafon,  I  luppofe,  why  our  fine 
Gentlemen  are  always  upon  the  broad  grin  ; — a  fet  of 
flop  dawdle  puppies ! 

Sir  Harry.  Why,  do  you  really  think,  General, 
that  I  fhould  cut  fo  capital  a  figure  in  a  fafhionable 
grin,  if  I  had  delv’d  all  my  days  in  tough,  old  Englifh 
road  beef? 

Gen  I  tell  you,  I  neither  know  nor  care; — but  one 
thing  I  fancy  you’ll  find,  that  my  daughter  will  not 
eafily  be  prevailed  upon  to  give  up  her  notions  of  fub- 
flantials,  in  compliment  to  your  delicate  appetite. 

Sir  Harry.  Oh  leave  that  to  me,  General ; — I  fhall 
foon  make  a  convert  of  her ;  or  why  have  ]  fcaled  the  - 
lofty  Alps,  and  fwept  the  aromatic  vales  of  bled  Italia: 
— if  Narcifia  is  fortunate  enough  to  have  a  gufto  for 
poetry  and  mufic,  I  fhall  make  a  rapid  cocqueft. 

C  Gen . 
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Gen.  Damn  your  mufic  and  poetry  !  for  both  of  you 
together,  would  turn  Worry. Hail  imo  a  mad-houfe. 

[afide.  ] 

Sir  Harry .  You  mufl  know,  Genera],  that  the  Mufes 
all  Nine,  fmil’d  upon  my  birth,  and  Apollo  flood  god  • 
father  to  me  by  proxy. 

Gen.  Damme,  but  IJpelieve  he’s  touch’d  !  [afide. 

Sir  Harry.  I  have  written  a  long,  that  has  made  a 
little  noife  in  the  polite  world  * — and  t ach’d  the  crot¬ 
chets  to  it  myfelf. 

Gen.  His  crotchets ! - - — Oh  !  he’s  pail  recovery. 

[afide. 

Sir  Harry.  —Nay,  the  Scauoire  vivre,  of  which  i’ve 
the  honour  to  be  a  member,  forc’d  their  annual  prize 
upon  me  for  the  compofition. — —You  mull  know,  we 
were  rallied  a  little  upon  a  certain  occaiion,  by  the  fe¬ 
male  wits  of  the  Coterie : — fo  you  may  guefs  wha  was 
fix’d  upon  for  our  literary  champion.  ( affectedly )  You 
fhall  have  it,  though  it  will  lofe  much  of  its  effect,  from 
the  preffure  of  an  Englifh  atmoiphere,  upon  the  deli¬ 
cate  Grgans  of  my  pipe. 

Gen.  ( walking  about  hajiily ,)  Mad  as  a  March  hare  ! 


AIR  XII.  Mr.  Dodd. 

Ladies  in  vain, 

Why  entertain, 

Hopes  to  bewitch  us  with  love’s  artful  wiles  ? 
Ceale  to  do  fo 
Since  you  all  know, 

We  have  his  patent  for  dimples  and  fmiles. 

Gentler  beaux  that  povv’r  poffe fling 
Yield  no  more  to  your  alarms, 

Each  his  fcented  felf  carefling, 

Quite  enamour’d  with  his  charms ! 


■  * 


Pretty 
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Pretty  playthings,  all  adieu  l 
Now  dili'ojve  in  am’rous  fighs. 

We  a  fofrer  clime  purfue, 

Froze  too  long  beneath  your  eyes.  Da  Capo. 


Gen.  — ’Pfhaw  !  damn  your  fmging,  it  may  be  very- 
fine,  but  I’m  not  in  a  humour  to  relifh  it:  —  I’m 
touch’d  to  the  quick  at  being  flung  by  the  Byrons  , — — 
and  yet  you  feem  to  mind  it  no  more,  than  tne  leis  of  a 
match  of  billiards. 

Sir  Harry.  My  dear  General,  be  compos'd  as  I  am; 

- - and  don’t  het  yourfeh  in  this  abfura  manner; - 

,  • 

Gen.  I  won’t  be  compos’d  ; — damme,  but  I  will  fret 

myfelf ! - Indeed  if  ]  was  of  your  cucumber-like  dif- 

pofition,  you  might  expect  to  find  me  as  fine  a  piece 

of  itiil  life,  agreeable  vegitation  as  yourfelf ;  but - - 

no,  no,  no,  hi r  ! - 

Sir  }rarry.  Now  indeed,  General,  I  mean  to  refent 
their  treatment;  and  to  fhew  you  I’m  in  earned,  i’ll 
lodge  a  petition  agaiml  them  by  this  light. 

Gen.  Ay  ;  why,  there  you  are  right,  tor  your  grounds 
are  good  enough: - 

Sir  Harry.  Ton  honour,  General,  you  fhall  be  com- 
m  ::  ing  (  fficer  for  the  day. 

if  that’s  the  cafe,  I  have  a  rlan  but  I’m  fo 
tir’u  : — walk  with  me  into  the  temple,  and  I’ll  tell  it  to 

you: -  am  fare  we  (Pali  difcove;  feme  unaerhand 

dealings  of  this  young  rafcal’s  at  the  b  :tom,  and  don’t 
doubt  of  bring ii  g  it  home  to  him.  (finding  the  doors  faji ) 

•  -What  the  devil’s  :he  meaning  of  this  ?  -why  the  door’s 
fatlen’d  within.—  JiJiens  at  the  k: y-ho/e] — Zounds!  here 
are  fume  villains  concealed  wnh  a  defign  to  rob  the 
ho ulc  ;  liilcn,  Sir  Harry,  (Sir  Harry  puts  his  ear  to  the 
door)  here,  Robin!  Matthew!  Jerry  !-  why,  where 
the  devil  are  thefe  fcoundrcls  got  to  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Why  really  General,  I  do  hear  a  kind  of 
confederate  buz: -  \Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  What’s  your  honour’s  will  ? 

Gen.  Here,  break  open  the  door  diredUy  : — fome 

thieves  have  hid  ihemfelves  within  fide !  . 

C  2  Rob, 
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Rob,  Have  they,  your  worfhip! — then  we’ll  Toon 
have  them  out  —Come  along,  my  boys !  (Enter  Mat. 
and  Jerry.)— Thieves  in  our  garden  !  we’ll  let  ’em 
know  that  nobody  lhall  encroach  upon  our  privileges, 
without  a  good  ducking,  however; — _ 

(They  bur ft  open  the  door  with  their  /fades,  and  difcover 
Byron  — the  gardeners  laugh  J 

Gen.  —Hell  and  the  devil  !  what  have  we  got  here  ? 

- - your  fervant,  Mr.  Bvron  ; - X  give  you  joy  of 

your  ele&ionu  Sir  !— - ( Jneeringly ]  — —how  compos’d 

the  rafcal  Hands  ! — —  what,  I  fuppofe,  you  are  a  Hick 
of  agreeable  vegrtatfon  too? 

Sir  Harry  This  is  rather  too  much,  damme  !  upon 
his  return  for  one  borough,  to  be  canvaffing  for  ano¬ 
ther  ; — Don’t  you  fmoak  a  pettycoat,  General  ? 

(The  General  looking  inquifetively. ) 

Byr,  Gentlemen,  my  prefent  fituation  prevents  me 
from  returning  your  raillery  - — 

Gen .  Eire  !  and  fmoke  !  my  daughter’s  maid 
Jenny  !— — why,  huffy,  how  dare  you  be  lock’d  up 
with  fuch  a  rake  as  this. 

Jen .  Law',  Sir  !  the  gentleman  only  afk’d  to  fee  the 
temple,  and  fo  I  thought  there  was  no  harm  in  fhew- 
ing  it  him. 

Sir  Harry.  Ccmingly  kind,  by  ail  that’s  plump,  and 

lovely  ! 

Gen.  How  the  devil  did  he  get  in  when  the  gates 
were  all  lock’d?  — but  it’s  a  lye,  huffy,  he  came 
caterwauling  after  you;  but  get  about  your  bufinefs, 
you  jade  !  you  fhan’t  Hay  in  my  houfe  another  mi¬ 
nute  — 

Byr.  Nay  then,  Sir,  I  hope  it  will'not  offend  you, 
fince  it  can  no  longer  be  concealed,  if  I  produce  the 

moll  delicate  teilimony  of  our  innocence. - 

( Stepping  back  dif covers  Narciffa.) 

Sir  Harry.  Doublets  by  this  light  ! 

Gen.  Narciffa!  Traytor!  deliver  up  my  daughter, 
whom  you  have  reduced,  that  I  may  punifh  her  as  fhc 
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Byr  Retire,  Narhlfa,  into  the  citadel,  I  befeech  you, 
and  I’ll  defend  you  to  the  laft  : — 

Narc .  I  beg  you’ll  give  me  up,  your  danger  over¬ 
powers  me.  (To  Byr  J 

Jen.  Dear  Ma’m,  you  are  only  to  reward  the  con¬ 
queror  ;  you  h.we  nothing  to  do  with  the  battle  : - 

be  Tides,  Mr.  Muff  will  take  care  there  (han’t  be  much 
blood  fpilt. - - 

Gen.  Matchlefs  impudence  ! — what!  laugh’d  at 
into  the  bargain  ? — Seize  him,  Robin,  and  drag  him 
to  the  canal  : — Ral'cals,  why  don’t  you  obey  my 
orders  ? 

Rob*  What!  duck  young  Mailer  Byron: — not  I, 
1  love  him  too  well  r - 

Other  gardeners .  And  fo  do  I : - 

Gen.  Villains,  you  are  my  (laves ;  and  I’ll  make  you 
do  what  I  command  you  ; — lay  hold  on  him,  I  fay  ! 

A  I  R  XIII. 

% 

Trio.  Mr.  Eannifter,  Mr ,  Fawcet,  and  Mr.  Kear, 

He’s  the  pride  of  the  borough,  god  blefs  him  fay  I  * 
I’ve  poll’d  lor  his  honour,  and  will  till  I  die  5 

In  vain  then  you  rave. 

I’ll  no:  be  your  (lave, 

Tho’  I’m  a  poor  fellow  of  humble  degree  : 

Which  of  you  then  will  bear  it  ? 

Will  you  ? 

- Mat.  No  1  fvvear  it ! 

Or  you?  Jerry.  No  I  fvvear  it ! 

There  is  but  one  way  then  to  let  us  all  free  : 

Wt’il  none  of  us  bear  it  *. 

Will  you  r — both — No,  I  fwear  it ; 

Nor  Bob,  I  declare  it  : 

T*is,  this  15  the  way  then,  for  now  we  ar efree„ 


(Throw  down  their  /fades.  Sec.) 
C  3  Byr . 
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Byr.  You  mull  excufe  me,Gen’ral,  though  I  am  un¬ 
der  the  neceflity,  even  in  this  place,  of  defending  your 
daughter,  from  any  violence  on  her  inclinations. 

Gen .  Scoundrels  1  I’ll  be  revenged  !  Oh  !  here 
comes  Spy  ! — —  fetch  my  double-barrel’d  horfe- pillols 
this  inllant ;  why  the  rafcal’s  drunk  1  [Enter  Spy. 

Spy.  Byron  for  ever  !  Ihoot  who,  him  ? - Lord 

love  his  heart — — Byron  for  ever  ! - —I  tell  you  that 

won’t  do;— - 'there’s  no  flints:- - 1  would  not 

hurt  a  hair  of  his  head. — — — Byron  for  ever  !— - 

( turning  to  Sir  Harry)- - —So  I  think  we  wa’n’t 

troubled  to  chair  your  line  ginger  bread  carcafe  — — 

damme,  you  know’d  a  trick  worth  too  of  that  ! 

Sir  Harry.  Filthy  brute  ! 

Gen  The  devil  has  bewitched  ’em,  all  to  confpire 
againfi  me  !  Get  out  of  my  fight,  villain,  or  I  Ihall  be 
the  death  of  you; — — — 

Spy.  Oh  !  if  that’s  all — I  can  punch  it : — Byron 
for  ever  ! — tho’  he  don’t  want  a  fecond: — he’s  lpunk; 
—he  can  manage  ’em  both — No  Muffs  and  Indigo 
Nabobs — Byron  for  ever !  ( Exit  reeling.) 

Gen .  Powder  and  fury  !  I  believe  there’s  neither  a 
brave,  nor  an  honell  man  left  in  the  kingdom. — Look 
you,  Sir  Harry ,  win  her  and  wear  her : — What !  I 
fuppofe,  I  mull  fight  this  fellow  myfelf  {goes  up  to  the 
door)  but  here  he  comes, — if  he  refufes  to  furrender 
her,  put  him  to  death  ! 

Sir  Harry.  Well,  if  it  muff:  be  fo,  it  mull ;  tho5 
’pon  my  foul,  I’ve  no  butchering  ideas  about  me  (half 
draws)— come,  good  Sir,  don’t  put  me  to  the  fatigue 
of  challiling  you. 

Byr.  Sir  Harry ,  you  have  r^ore  humanity  : - — 

Sir  Harry.  No,  fplit  me  if  I  have  ! — - - She’s 

mine  by  deed  of  gift  •  if  you  difpute  that  title,  fhe 

muff  be  mine  by  force  of  arms,- -  {Draws,  and 

puts  himfelf  in  an  attitude  ) 

Byr.  Say  you  for - come  on  then 

( drawing  a  piftol,  Sir  Harry  fprings  back.) 

Gen  Why,  what  the  devil,  are  you  afraid  of  the 
fmeli  of  powder  ?  {To  Sir  Harry , 

Sir 
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Sir  Harry.  No,  not  in  the  leaft,  General,  [con- 

fufedly)  ■  — I  am - 1  am - only  difconcerted  a 

little  for, - for  fear  of  the  ladies  ; - you  faw  they 

retired  diforder’d  :  befices,  Sir,  I’m  not  upon  an  equal 
footing  with  the  aflailin. 

Byr.  No  more  you  were,  when  you  valiantly  drew 
upon  a  naked  man  : — however,  Sir,  not  to  alarm  you 
with  the  fuperiority  of  my  weapon,  thus  I  refign  it 
into  your  hands  [Sir  Harry  receives  the  pijlol ,  cocks  it, 
and  advances.  ] 

Sir  Harry .  Oh  then  the  citadel’s  our  own,  General ! 

Byr .  When  you  have  won  it,  Sir ! 

( prefents  a  fecond  pijlol. 

Sir  Harry.  [Retirvig  affrighted .)  Split  me,  but  the  . 
ruffian  has  got  another  1 

Gen  [looking  earnejlly  at  Byron)  Damme,  that’s  noble 
too  !  It’s  almoft  a  fin  to  kill  fo  fine  a  fellow  : — but 
the  calls  of  honour  mull  be  obey’d  : — come,  you  (hall 

fettle  it  like  foldiers  however  : - 1  little  thought  I 

ffiould  ever  fee  another  fliot  fired,  ( meajures  ten  paces 
zcith  his  cane.) 

Sir  Harry .  My  dear  General,  what  are  you  about  ? 

Gen.  About  !  — Why  meafuring  the  ground  : - 

you  would  not  fight  like  a  couple  o:  foot-pads,  with, 
the  muzzle  of  the  piftol  in  each  others  mouth,  would 
you  ?  What  the  devil  ails  you  now  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Dear  General,  your  ear  a  moment 
(vjhi)pcring)  my  confcience  forbids  me. 

Gen.  Confcience  !  who  the  devil  ever  heard  of  a 
man’s  having  confcience,  who  had  no  heart  — how¬ 
ever,  Sir  Harry ,  I  fee  how  the  land  lies  : — You  need 
give  yourfelf  no  further  concern  about  me  or  my 
family  : — I  am  determin’d  to  have  a  brave  man  for 
my  fon-in-law,  tho’  I  crofs  the  ocean  for  h:m. 

Byr.  You  need  not  put  yourlelf  to  that  inconveni- 
ency.  Sir,  when  you  behold  in  me,  one,  who  is  ready 
to  lay  down  his  life  in  defence  of  your  daughter’s 
virtue,  and  your  honor. 

Gen.  Why,  tho’  my  enemy — thou  art  a  fine  fellow 
I  own  and  if  I  could  forget  the  family  grudge — 
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Byr.  Believe  me.  Sir,  I  have  lamented  in  fecret  the 


groundlefs  an  ini  oil  tv,  that  has  fo  long  Tub  filled  between 
you  and  my  father,  To  fatal  to  the  early  overtures  I 
made  the  lovely  N arc 2 Pa. 

j  +%* 

Gen .  Zounds!  but  when  I  recoiled!, - to  be 

iockey’d  bv  you  out  of  the  borough,  and  by  Tuch  un- 
derhand  means  !— - - - — 


Why,  Sir 


vr>u  iurprize  me  ! —  they  have  cho- 

_  J  -*•  t 

Ten  that  Gentleman,  have  they  not  ? 

•pointing  to  Sir  Harry . 

Gen.  No,  Sir,  they  have  not. — —What,  you  don’t 
know,  I  Tuppoie,  that  they  have  return’d  you  ?  . 

Byr.  Loon  rav  honour,  no,  Sir: — I  have  been  eni  • 
ploy'd  upon  a  much  more  agreeable  Tervice; — •and  to 
convince  you  ci  it.  as  they  have  choTen  me,  contrary  to 
my  wifhes,  I  am  readv  to  refign  my  Teat  in  favour  of 
anv  one,  you  (hall  appoint. 

Gen.  No,  voa  young  dog:  -vou  fhan’c  do  that  neither: 
—I  am  a  little  cooler  than  I  was: — that  piece  of  ilill  life 
there,  has  brought  me  to  my  ienies :  [ pointing  to  Sir  Harry  \ 
I  begin  now  to  think,  that  the  unanimous  choice  of  a  free 
body  of  people,  is  too  facred,  to  be  fuperceded  by  the 
will  of  any  individual ;  befides  your  courage  has  charm’d 
me:— come,  you  young  dog,  you  may  releafe  your  pri- 
Toners,  they  fhall  be  upon  their  parole,  ’till  I  pafs  Sen¬ 
tence.  [ Byron  opens  the  door  of  the  temple ,  and  brings 
them  a  little  forward  ]  You  look  mighty  cunning,  Sir 
Harry ,  after  lofing  v7 Ipplevoell,  and  the  rich  ell  hei  refs 

in  the  county,  through  your  delicate  feelings.— - — 

Damn  fuch  teciings,  lay  II  you’ll  cut  a  pretty  figure 
in  the  modern  hiltory  of  Maccaronyifm  ! 

Sir  Harry.  Why,  good  Genera],  you  don’t  know  me 


-I  confefs  I  have  loft  a  pair  of  rretty  toys!- 


yet:- 

but  with  refpefil  to  your  modern  fat; re,  a  real  fine  gen= 
tleman,  is  infinitely  beyond  its  reach,  I  alTure  you  :  — 
fo  I  Gall  laugh  at  the  dinner-hunting  tribe. 

Gen.  Why,  where  the  devil  ciia  this  fellow  fpring 
from  ! — (Byr:?:,  jenny ,  and Narcijfa^  coming  forward)  — 
I  believe  the' young  rogue  deals  in  magic  with  both  of 
us —  (to  NarciJJ'a y  — ecme  hither,  girl,  don’t  tremble  fo: 

—I  begin 
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— I  begin  to  think,  that  Eve  held  out  too  long  with 

Sir  Walter - and  therefore  I  don’t  know  how  I  can 

fhew  a  heartier  deiire  of  reconciliation,  than  by  re- 
warding  his  fon  of  merit,  with  my  only  daughter  and 

fifty  thoufand  pounds; - What  fays  Narcilfa ? - 

but  I  need  not  afk  her ! - 

Nar .  If  I  may  difcover  my  partiality  for  Mr.  Byron, 
without  offending  you,  Sir,  I  lhould  tell  you,  that  I 
have  every  reafon  in  the  world  to  admire  and  efteem  him. 

Gen .  Come  hither,  then,  both  of  you  *  as  an  earneft 
of  my  approbation,  there—  I’ve  joined  your  hands  be¬ 
fore  the  parfon  ;  and  may  neither  you,  nor  I  live  to 
repent  it. 

Byr%  This,  Sir,  is  fo  generous,  my  life  will  be  too 
fhort  to  repay  the  obligation. 

Sir  Har .  Demme,  but  I  cut  a  pretty  figure  here  truly  ! 
— chous’d  out  of  my  own  borough,  and  a  fine  girl,  by 
the  fon  of  a  fox-hunting  baronet; — -and  laughed  at  by 
the  old  Jew  of  a  father,  for  endeavouring  to  accommo¬ 
date  him  ! — Well  ! — What’s  to  be  done  ? — Why,  upon 
my  arrival  at  Almack’s,  J  mull  carry  it  off,  for  the  pre- 
fent,  by  dint  of  bronze  ;  tell  ’em  the  girl  was  damn’d 
ugly  $  and,  that  the  other  borough  had  loft  its  charter. 

Gen .  Come,  come,  Sir  Harry  ;  every  man’s  not  born 
to  be  a  giant-killer; — (ironically)  if  it  be  not  beneath 
the  dignity  of  a  fine  gentleman,  to  rejoice  at  the  fuccefs 
of  a  worthier  man  than  himlelf,  adjourn  with  us  to 
Worry-hall. 

Sir  Harry .  Any  thing  for  a  frolic,  General,  for  I’m 
in  tip-top  lpirits. 

Gen.  All  that  now  remains,  is  for  me  to  endeavour 
to  prevail  upon  Sir  Walter  to  meet  us,  and  confent  to 
make  the  little  rogues  happy  : — for  my  own  part,  I  am 
now  fully  convinced,  that  the  tender  affe&ions  were 
never  implanted  in  the  human  breaft,  to  be  call’d  forth, 
or  fuppreffed,  by  the  caprice  of  an  unfeeling  parent. 


VAUDE- 
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s 
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V  AUDEVILLE. 

N  a  r  .  Ro  Tv  arc  h  e  r,  com  e  aw  a  v  ! 

Give  your  train  a  holiday, 

Lay  your  bow  and  quiver  by, 
Ceafe  to  wound,  -  and  hither  hie  \ 

Rofy  archer,  & c. 

Bvh.  Hither  bring  the  fmiiing  grace?, 
And  the  loves  with  cherub  faces, 
Bid  the  valleys  laugh  and  fay, 

**  Love  has  made  a  holiday  i5’ 

Hither  bring,  bcc. 


Sir  Har,  Lips  of  coral!  eyes  fo  pretty! 

Out  of  luck  foregad  was  I : 

Tho?  Pm  chous’d,  I’ll  join  tne  ditty 
Down  thou  little  riling  figh. 

May  Love’s  tender  prittle-prattle  - 
Keep  the  day  for  ever  bright. 

And  no  jealous  tittle-tattle, 

Mar  the  raptures  of  the  night ! 

May  Love’s  tender,  &c. 

[e-n.  Gentlefolks,  if  you’ll  permit  me. 

I’ve  a  word  or  two  to  fay, 

Tho’  perhaps  it  mayn’t  befit  me,  _ 

On  my  lady’s  wedding-day: 
Graveil  Don  with  eve  of  ferric 
Tho’  he  pradiife  all  his  art, 

Cannot  break  a  woman’s  fpirit, 

Till  he’s  lire ngth  ta  break  her  heart, 

Graveft  Don,  See. 

m  r 
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Col.  Wor  Brother  grey-beards,  fhort's  my  ilory. 

Read  vour  features  in  this  glafs. 
Here’s  a  convert  now  before  ye 
Metamorphos’d  from  an  ais  :  — 
When  a  iwain  of  merit  woos  her. 
Make  your  girl  a  happy  wife  ; 
Nature  bids  you  not  refufe  her. 

In  the  Crisis  of  her  life. 

Chorus. 

When  a  fvvain  of  merit  woos  her, 
Make  your  girl  a  happy  wife; 
Nature  bids  you  not  retule  her, 

In  the  Crisis  of  her  life  ! 


icoajor-:  'cox.cx'co.xo-  Kcoxccxxyycoj 


EPILOGUE, 

Written  by  the  Author, 


AND  SPOKEN  BY 

Mr.  W  E  S  T  O  N, 
Entering  with  a  large  Dog. 

*  m 

OH  !  Lud  !  What  authors  have  we  now  adays! 

A  farmer  this  f  — Ecod  or  what  you  pleafe  : 

He  fwears  (tho’  we’ve  but  juft  got  thro’  one  fweer-o) 
He’ll  make  us  fpeak  an  epilogue  duetto  — 

What  fay  you,  Dragon  ? — Why’s  your  tail  fo  low  ? — 
Be  not  chop-fall’n — they  can’t  damn  you,  you  know  : — 
What  dumb,  my  comrade  ? — terrible  dilafter  ; 

So  I  mull  puff  for  you,  and  for  your  maker. 

Ye  Gods  be  kind  ! — No  cat-call  interference  ! 

Believe,  Tom  Wefony  ’tis  his  firft  appearance. — 

You 


EPILOGUE. 


You  would  not  think  it  :  but  the  rogue’s  fo  Heady, 
He’s  in  the  privy-council  here,  already  ; 

The  Prompter  gives  him  merit  universal, 

Becaufe — \_whi filing  his  whittle  calls  him  torehearfai; 
Beflaes,  he  imitates  no  tragic  brother, — 

Who  makes  him  pull  down  one  bill — pott  another  ; 
Tho’s  he’s  not  fleek  ; — and  has  an  hungry  eye, 

(A  poet’s  dog  is  never  fed  too  high) 

Yet  he  is  found,  Sirs,  and  in  good  condition  ; 

He  has  no  whimfles — no  indifpoiition  : 

When  e’er  in  letters  large  the  bills  he  graces. 

You’re  fure  of  feeing  him — if  you  have  places  ; 

He’ll  top  the  bills,  if  to  this  text  he  flicks  ; 

A  dog  of  parts — and  have  no  puppy  tricks  ?— 
Odzooks,  I’ve  lofl  his  buttnefs  in  his  praife  ; 

Oh  ! — here  he’s  fent  to  guard  his  matter’s  bays. 

A  Dragon ,  once  they  fay,  kept  watch  and  ward. 

Some  curious  golden  fruit  from  thieves  to  guard. 

So  to  protect  the  poet’s  fruit  from  riot,  1 

Secure  fome  guineas,  and  a  better  diet,  > 

He’s  fent  this  Dragon ,  critics ! — So  be  quiet  :  -  j  . 

Sharp  then’s  the  word,  my  fender  waitted  coufins, 

He’ll  fvvallow  macaronies  by  the  dozens  ! 

Growling,  and  fnarling, — don’t  let  this  dog  catch  ye. 
At  all  your  tearing-work  he’ll  over  match  ye; 

If  by  ill  humours,  you  our  bard  wou’d  puzzle, 

I’ve  nothing  eife  to  do — but  flip  the  muzzle  ! 

Th o’ your  fo  high  [to  the  galleries)  You  too  he  foon 
wou’d  tame ; 

Dr  agon  has  wings,  if  I  but  fhew  him  game. 

But  fhou’d  his  matter’s  fin g-fong  melt  your  foul, 

He’ll  be  as  foft  as — Signor  Rofignol: 

Will  with  harmonious  bowlings  fwell  each  note, 

And  bark  fweet  muflc — “  only  from  bis  throat  P 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


1 


T  O  T  H  E 

READER. 

'HE  Caprices  cT Amour  on 
Ninette  a  la  Cour ,  written 
by  Mr.  Favart,  is  the  ground 
work  of  the  following  little 
piece.  But  I  believe  whoever 
fhall  examine  both  Operas,  will 
find  that  I  have  been  perhaps  too 
wanton  in  my  imitation,  and  de¬ 
parted  too  widely  from  the  ori¬ 
ginal.  They  may  probably  with 

that  I  had  pilfered  more  and 

written  lefs.  What  I  have  ad- 

A  3  ded, 


together  unnecef- 


[  vi  ] 

.ded,  what  I  have  omitted,  or 
what  I  have  altered,  thofe  who 
can  compare  one  piece  with  the 
other,  will  eafily  perceive,  and 

to  thofe  who  cannot  make  the 
companion,  any  explanation  on 
that  head  is  al 
fary. 

When  Mr-  Favart’s  comedy 
was  firft  put  into  my  hands,  I 
could  not  but  be  much  plea  fed 

A 

with  the  life  and  fimplicity  he 
had  thrown  into  his  performance, 
without  defcending  to  that  fpe- 
cies  of  humour,  which  the  Eng- 
lifh  have  very  little  relifh  of, 
grcfs  Italian  buffoonry.  This  I 
have  chiefly  endeavoured  to  pre- 
ferve  in  the  following  Opera, 
with  what  fuccefs  the  Public  will 
determine. 


The 


[  vii  ] 

The  Reader  is  deiired  to  ob- 
ferve,  that  the  fecond  hong  of 
Mr.  Yates  in  the  fecond  fcene  is 
left  out  in  the  reprefentation  ; 
the  compofer  rightly  judging, 
that  three  fongs  together  from 
the  fame  chara&er,  in  the  fame 
fcener  and,  from  the  nature  of 
the  fubjedt,  in  the  fame  ftyle, 
probably  would  have  no  very 
agreeable  effect  upon  a  judicious 
audience. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonte. 


M  E  NT. 


Aftolpho, 

Mr.  Packer. 

Hobbinol, 

Mr,  Yates. 

Damon, 

Mr.  Baddeley. 

Fabian, 

Mr.  Dedier. 

Colin, 

Mr,  Vernon. 

w  o 

M  E  N. 

Phoebe, 

Mifs  Slack. 

Lifetta, 

Mrs.  Clive. 

Clara, 

Mils  Wright. 

Emily, 

Mrs.  Scott 

Scene  a  Country  Village. 
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CAPRICIOUS  LOVERS. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  V- 

A  view  of  a  plain  intermixed  with  a  number  of  fruit- 
trees,  and  the  cottages  of  the  peafants,  the  men 
and  women  employed  in  different  occupations  be¬ 
fore  their  doors  and  in  the  held.  - 

Phoebe  at  work. 

AIR  I. 

J/ff  H I L  E  the  cool  and  gentle  breeze 
IVbifpers  fragrance  thro'  the  trees, 

Mature  walking  o'er  the  feene 
Clad  it:  robes  of  lively  green. 

From  the  fweetnefs  of  the  place  ' 

Labour  wears  a  cb  earful  face. 

Sure  J  taQe  of  joys  fncere , 

Faithful  Colin  ever  near  ; 

When  with  ceafelefs  toil  opprejs  d, 

Wearied  nature  feuks  to  ref. 

Sill  my  labours  to  beguile 
Love  Jbali  vuake  me  with  a  fmile . 


To 
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To  you,  Colin ,  I  am  betrothed,  and  to-morrow 
fh all  be  our  wedding-day;  let  that  thought  make 
you  chearful.  Away,  I  prithee  love,  your  work 
calls  you  ;  remember  that  the  fruit  of  your  toils  will 
icon  be  bellowed  upon  me. 

Coliit.  Do  vou  bid  me  leave  vou  then  already  ?  I 
have  no  power  i  am  fo  happy.  Will  you,  my  deareft, 
prant  me  one  boon  before  I  go  r 

Phoebe.  Name  it. 

Colin.  Ycur  hand,  that  I  may  kifs  it. 

Phoebe.  There— take  it. 

Colin.  Now  I'm  alive  agen.  Til  to  my  labour 
ftraight,  and  w  hi  lit  I  pluck  the  fruit,  you  Ih  all  delight 
me  with  a  fong. 

[Colin  gels  up  into  the  tree ,  the  pen  fonts  come  round 
about  Dim  with  their  bajkets,  in  the  meantime  Jhe  fingsf] 


A  I  R  II. 


Phceee. 

Of  Colinh  tender  lo~e  poffefsd 
My  heart  is  glad,  my  fpirits  blefl  ; 

His  chearful  looks ,  his  foul  fine  ere 
Shall  give  the  J  mile,  and  wipe  the  tear. 

[Colin  hngs  from  the  tree.] 


No  ffdendour  gilds  my  homely  fee ne , 
My  fores  are  Jew,  my  cottage  mean , 
But  Phcebeh  [mile  rewards  my  pair. , 
Sind  Colin  is  a  wealthy  fivain. 


Both. 

No  jealous  thought  frail  fain  my  breaf , 

No  fears  alarm,  no  cares  molef , 

•  ; 

t>  !  ’j  •,  j  .7  Swain 
P.eas  a  with  the 


Nymph  my  h°peS  pUrPe 


He 

For  is  kind ,  and  I  am  true. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

H  obbinol,  Damon. 


Hob.  Go  your  wavs  for  a  pair  of  fond  turtles.— 
Ah,  Damon ,  it  wa  ’  juft  fo  for  all  the  world  when  I 
wen:  a  courti  ig  t  There  was  fuch  pi p- 

jng  nd  '  g,  2nd  danc/n^ — -Ah!  the  c  re 
inerry  days — well,  well— but- tlae^  done: 


pad. 

Da!?:.  T“u •  h  bbc ar;  true,  we  have  had  our 
dav :  *  .  the  y  u  or:;  be. -in  pcw-4 — die  very 

thouy.hta  j  their  ar-p“oach:*r  fcapp  .e's  ana’-  :  my 
old  nerves  fprin  apen,  an.  r  could  al'-iou  cape  for 

joy. 

■  Hob.  Bodyo’me,  I  grow  young  agen  cc  the  light* 
of  them. 


A  I  R  III. 

Thd  my  features  Pm  to7d 
A re  grown  wrinkled  and  old. 
Dull ix  * fc  cth  I  bale  indcu.ejl ; 

Not  u  wrinkle  L  there 
h  hick  is  fv.rronx  V  by  care 
And  my  heart  is  a*  Ugh  t  a>  the  bejl . 

VP  hen  I  look  on  my  boys 
They  renew  all  my  joys, 

My f elf  in  my  children  1  fee  ; 

While  the.  comforts  I  find 
In  the  kingdom  my  m  :n  /, 
Pronounce  that  my  kingdom  is  free. 

In  the  days  1  was  young. 

Oh  !  I  caper  d  and fung, 
fhe  lafles  came  flocking  apace  ; 

But  now  turn  d  of  th  reef  core 
/  can  do  fo  no  more , 

Why  then  let  my  boy  tale  my  place , 
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Of  our  pleafures  we  cracky 
For  we  fill  love  the  fimack. 

And chuckle  o'er  what  we  have  been  ; 

Yet  why  fihould  we  repine , 

You’ve  had  your  s ,  Fve  had  mine, 

And  now  let  our  children  begin. 

Darn .  What  fignify  the  great  folk,  with  their 
lace,  and  their  furbelows  r — all  is  not  gold  that 
gli liens,  neighbour,  many  a  found  looking  lheep,  is 
rotten  at  heart — Our  pleafures  may  be  as.  good 
though  not  fo  ccftly  as  theirs. 

Hob.  ’Twas  but  iaft  fummer,  Damon ,  that  our 
Squire  got  himfelf  a  wife,  a  parlous  fine  lady,  and  a 
rich  one  too.  Lord,  it  did  one  good  to  look  upon 
her,  fihe  had  fuch  a  delicate  white  and  red,  for  all  the 
world  like  our  Kate’s  coll;  yet  a  body  would  believe 
-that  they  came  together  only  to  live  afunder. — For 
Madam  lies  in  one  bed,  Squire  lies  in  another,  and 
they  are  now  like  the  two  buckets  of  our  town-well, 
when  one  comes  up,  t’other  goes  down,  and  if  they 
happen  to  meet -each  other  you  would  think  they  had 
never  feen  one  another  before.  Acod,  they  live  like 
folks  in  a  weather-houfe. 

A  I  R  IV. 

’Tis  thus  in  thofe  toys 
Invented  for  hoys , 

c[ o  fh  eve  hsvj  the  weather  will  prove, 

Fhe  woman  and  man 
On  a  different  plan 
Are  always  directed  to  move . 

One  goes  cut  to  roam 
While  t’other  keeps  home , 
lnftpid ,  and  dull  as  a  drone , 

Tb'j  near  to  each  ether 
As  fife r  and  brother , 

? hey  both  take  their  airings  alone. 


It 
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If  this  be  the  matrimony  of  your  town  folks  give 
me  the  country  1  fay. 

Dam.  I’ll  warrant  it  will  not  be  fo  with  your 
young  couple — bleliings  light  upon  them,  they  think 
of  nothing  but  the  feaft  and  the  dance,  and  adod. 
we’ll  dance  at  the  wedding  too. 

Hob.  Dance!  ah,  ha, - don’t  you  remember, 

Damon,  come  Lammas  ’twill  be  fix  and  forty  years 
agone,  when  I  met  Cicely  at  our  feaft. 


AIR  V. 


When  the  head  of  poor  Tummas  was  broke 
By  Roger,  who  play  d  at  the  'wake. 

And  Kate  was  alarm  d  at  the  Jlroke 
And  wept  for  poor  Tummasb  fake  ; 

When  h  is  wo  rib  ip  gave  noggins  of  ale , 

And  the  liquor  was  churtning  and  float y 
O  thoje  were  the  times  to  resale. 

And  we  footed  it  rarely  about . 


"Then  our  partners  were  buxom  as  does , 
And  we  all  were  as  happy  as  kings , 
Each  lad  in  his  holy  day  c  loath  s , 

And  the  lajjes  in  all  their  befl  things . 
IVhat  merriment  all  the  day  long  ! 

May  the  feaft  of  our  Colin  prove  fuch, 
Qdzocks,  hut  1  11  join  in  the  fong, 

And  V ll  hobble  about  with  ?ny  crutch . 


Ay,  it  was  that  very  day  his  wor/hip  was  made 

julliceof  the  peace  and  coram - then  Cicely  and  I 

came  together  for  the  full  time. - She  was  a  tight 

wench  then,  her  cheeks  were  as  frefh  as  a  rofe  and  as 

red  as  a  Catherine  pear - there  was  your  dancing, 

Damon,  when  lhe  and  I  were  partners  and - 


[Hunt- 


1 
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[Hunting  piece]  Colin  from  the  tree. 

Oh,  neighbours,  neighbours,  all  our  grounds  are 
over-run  with  horfes,  hounds,  and  huntfmen — they 
force  into  the  vineyard.*—  -Plug' t  on  all  fportfmen, 
they  are  born  to  ruin  us.— — -Here  F  .ger>  Futnmas , 
quick,  make  hafte,  the  gate  (lands  open,  -hut  ic  fall, 
for  if  we  don’t  take  care  they’ll  ravage  sib 

Phoebe .  We  mufl  be  patient,  Colin ,  it’s  the  prince’s 
hunt, 

Colin  (being  come  from  the  tree.) 

A  murrain  take  all  hunts  I  fay,— Here  are  they 
hunting  about  every  day  and  all  day,  no  their  fine 
fports  forfooth  mu  ft  be  cur  ruin.  Ou  labour  is  all 
in  vain.— — -they  are  coming  this  way  I  think,  get  in 
lads  and  iaifes,  thefe  roaring  fellows  are  keen  fportf- 
jnen  when  they 
chace. 


have  our  wives  and  daughters  in 


Exeunt  ornnes . 


SCENE  III. 


Enter  Astolpko  and  Fabian. 

Fabian.  A  country  girl  j  Sir,  and  is  this  the  objed 
of  your  adoration  ? 

A/hlpho.  It  is,  and  what  is  ftill  more  extraordinary, 
her  wit  charms  me  as  much  as  her  beauty. 

Fabian.  A  miracle ! 

AJioipho.  She  is  indeed  a  wonder,  and  I  have  been 
told  that  an  old  lady  whofe  circumftances  obliged  her 
to  dwell  in  retirement,  has  been  the  protedrefs  of  this 
fweet  creature,  and  formed  and  cultivated  her  mind 
by  an  excellent  education,  leaving  her  poiTeffed  of  the 
moft  amiable  limplicity,  a  native  franknefs  of  temper, 
and  an  agreeable  vivacity. 

Fahi/w.  Does  not  your  highnefs  fear  fome  impu¬ 
tation  ? 

Afiolpho* 
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AJiolpho.  What  fignifies  the  blood  fhe  fprings  from? 
A  handfome  woman  is  naturally  born  above  her  con¬ 
dition. 

Fabian.  But  the  Princefs  Emily ,  Sir!  her  rank  and 
virtue, — 

AJiolpho.  I  confefs  them.  Yet  my  heart,  fpite  of 
mvfelf,  is  on  the  point  of  proving  faithlefs  to  her.  I 
doat  on  this  little  rural  innocent,  and  what  is  dill 
more  extraordinary,  with  but  little  hopes  of  luccefs. 

Fabian.  Is  fhe  fo  coy  then? 

Apolpho.  My  anfwer  here  mud  be  dill  more  roman- 
tick.  I  adore  her,  and  yet,  which  perhaps  is  the  bed 
proof,  I  have  never  dared  to  utter  my  padion. 

Fabian.  But  how  can  you  hope  to  gain  her  heart 
without  folicitation? 

AJiolpho.  For  that  purpofe  I  have  at  length  retained 
a  female  folicitor,  Li  felt  a ,  whom  I  have  lent  to  exert 
all  her  artifice  to  win  her  to  the  court.  I  have  no  re¬ 
liance  but  upon  her  fkill,  but  here  they  come — let  us 
retire,  and  watch  their  converlation. 

SCENE  IV. 

Lisetta,  Phoebe. 

/ 

Phoebe. 

A  I  R  VI. 

When  vapours  e'er  Fhe  meadow  die , 

i  r 

And  morning  fircaks  the pu: pie Jhy , 

1  wake  to  love  with  jocund  glee 
Eg  think  on  him ,  zvbo  doat 5  on  me. 

When  eve  embrowns  the  verdant  grove 
^//Philomel  laments  her  love. 

Each  jigh  1  breathe ,  my  love  reveals, 

And  tells  the  pangs  j?iy  bojom  feels . 


With 
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With  fecret  pie  afar  e  1  furvey 
'The  frolic  birds  in  amorous  play , 

While  fotidefl  cares  rny  heart  employ 
Which  flutters ,  leaps ,  zz/zt/  beats  for  joy. 


Lifetta.  You  mufl  have  a  very  merry  heart,  pretty 
nymph,  to  be  io  chearful  in  fuch  a  low  and  obfcure 


condition. 


Phcsbe .  The  obfcurity  of  my  condition  is  the 
means  of  my  happinefs:  what  have  I  to  difiurb  my 
tranquillity? 

Lifetta.  Tranquillity !  Oh  melancholy  !  tranquillity 
is  the  pleafure  of  a-  drone,  dull  and  Itupid.  I  love 
active  pleafures,  to  go  on  in  a  perfect  round  of  de¬ 
lights,  that  whirl  one  about  till  one's  almofl  giddy 
with  happinefs,  and  keep  one  as  bu fy  as  a  bee.  Indeed, 
my  dear  creature,  you  are  moil  horribly  miitaken. 
Your  purling  itreams,  fecret  groves,  and  dying  iwains, 
are  mighty  pretty  things  to  read  of,  but  there  is 
nothing  fo  abfurd  in  nature  as  preferring  the  gloom  of 
a  country  life,  amongft  a  parcel  of  cows,  fheep,  and 

men  like  brutes,  to  the  brilliancy  of  a  court. - — — 

And  let  me  tell  you,  young  maiden,  that  face  was 
never  made  to  be  buried  in  a  cottage.  Come,  come, 
I  know  fomething  that  would  make  your  little  heart 
go  pit-a-pat  for  an  exchange.  You  (hall  have  no¬ 
thing  to  do  but  to  with  and  be  fatisned.  You  fhall 
have  coaches  and  horfes,  and  jewels  and  fervants. 

Phoebe.  Alas  a  day!  who  will  give  me  all  thefe  fine 
things? 

Lifetta.  Don’t  you  remember  the  other  day,  you 
fhewed  a  gentleman  his  way  out  of  thefe  woods,  who 
comes  a  hunting  here  fometimes? 

Phoebe.  Oh  that’s  the  civil  gentleman  who  calls 
himfelf  the  prince’s  friend.  He  haspromifed  tofpeak 
a  word  for  us  at  court,  and  to  be  fure. he’ll  do  us 
real  fervices,  for  he  profeffes  great  regard. 

Lifetta 


A  COMIC  OPERA.  17 

Lifetta.  Regard — a  fiddleftick  for  regard, — fuch 
beauty  as  your’s  will  command  love  wherever  it  ap¬ 
pears.  What  figniftes  moping  in  thefe  defarts — only 
confider  how  you  will  fhine  in  a  court. 

Phoebe.  Ah,  madam,  I  fee  you  laugh  at  me-  I  am 
not  defigned  for  fuch  fine  folks,  I  fhould  be  afhamed 
to  fhew  my  face  at  court. 

Lifetta.  Not  you  indeed.  There  is  no  fuch  thing 
as  fhame  at  court. — You  ihall  flaunt  it  about  in  a  gilt 
equipage,  with  tall  handfome  footmen  behind  it, 
dreiled  in  filksand  fat  tins,  and  gold  and  fllver,  and 
fringes,  and  laces,  and  flounces,  with  jewels  on  your 
fingers  and  diamonds  in  youi  ears,  and  a  watch  by 
your  fide.  And  then  your  toilette  ! 

Pbaebe.  Toilette!  What’s  that? 

Lijetta.  The  ladies  treafury,  from  whence  in  all 
ages  they  draw  their  mod  lading  charms.  The  throne 
of  art,  the  armory  of  Cupid,  and  the  altar  of  the 
graces ;  it  is  there  that  they  triumph  over  nature,  and 
repair  the  ruins  of  age  by  the  delicate  touches  of 
the  pencil. 


A  I  R  VII. 

Yes  that's  a  magazine  of  arms 
To  triumph  over  time 
Whence  beauty  borrows  half  her  charms 
And  always  keeps  her  prim.  . 

At  that  the  prude ,  coquette ,  and  faint 
lnduftrious  Jets  her  Jacey 
While  powder ,  patch,  and  wajhy  and  paint 
Repair  or  give  a  grace. 

To  arch  the  brow  there  lies  the  brufhy 
The  comb  to  tinpe  the  hair, 

7  he  Spasiijh  wool  to  give  tbeblujhy 
The  pearl  to  die  them  fair. 


Hence 
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Hence  rife  the  wrinkled ,  old,  and  grey , 

In  frefhefl  beauty  flrong , 

As  V tnus  fair ,  as  Flora  gay , 

As  Hebe  ever  young. 

Pbcebe.  This  is  pa#  my  comprehenfion,— I  don’t 
underftand  it.— Shall  I  grow  handfomer  at  court? 

Lifetta .  Aye  to  be  fure. 

Phoebe.  I  Should  like  it  vaftly,  I  wifh  I  was  there. 
Had  I  more  charms,  Colin  perhaps  might  love  me 
better. 

Lifetta .  Try. 

Phoebe ,  I  have  a  good  mind  and  yet  I  am  afraid,— 
but  fee  yonder  comes  the  gentleman  who  belongs  to 
the  prince. 

Lifetta.  So,  fo,  her  vanity  begins  to  work  apace. 
The^filh  ^nibbles,  I’ll  leave  him  to  hook  it. 

Exit  Lifetta .. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Astolpho. 

Afiohho.  Good-morrow,  fair  maiden,  what  Hill  at 
your  ruific  employments?  Fie,  tie,  to  bury  fuch. 
charms  in  the  country  is  treafon  again#  beauty. 

Phczbe.  Indeed  Sir,  your  language  is  pa#  my  limpte 
underftanding. — A  fine  gentlewoman  was  here  but 
now,  and  foe  talked  all  riddles  to  me  ;  pray,  Sir,  can 
you  explain  them  ?  She  told  me  that  there  was  a  re¬ 
ceipt  at  court  to  make  beauty  everlafting,  and  that 
fomebody  adores  me,  for  my  part  I  can’t  find  what 
foe  means. 

AJiolpbo .  Oh  Pbcebe  ! 

Phoebe.  Blefs  me!  Sir,  you  fig-h,  is  there  any  thing 
gives  you  pain  ?  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ? 

AfioLpho.  I  love  you,  Phoebe. 

Phcebe.  Is  that  all?— And  foyou  love  me. 


AJlofbe. 
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Aftolpho.  Moft  fincerely. 

Phoebe.  I’m  glad  on’t. 

Aftolpho.  Indeed! 

Phoebe.  Aye  indeed,  Sir.  Surely,  Sir,  you  will  not 
deny  the  requeft  of  her  you  love. 

Aftolpho.  No,  Phoebe ,  no,  name  it  and  be  fatisfied. 

Phoebe.  You  know7,  Sir,  they  are  continually  hunting 
here  from  morn  to  night,  if  you  have  any  intereft, 
good  Sir,  fpeak*  to  the  prince,  that  we  may  be  no  more 
troubled  with  him,  for  my  part  I  can't  find  out  what 
has  poifeiTed  them  to  run  over  our  fields  in  fuch  a 
manner ;  for  the  pieafure  of  killing  a  little  leveret 
they’ll  defiroy  you  forty  acres  of  corn— on* v  Ye. 

Aftolpho.  Be  fatisfied, - your  requeft*is  already 

granted. 

Phoebe.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart,  and 
above  all  I  beg  you  will  never  come  here,  for  I  don't 
like  to  fee  you. 

Aftolpho.  What !  how’s  that  Phoebe  %  I  hoped - 

Phoebe.  Hoped  ! — pray  what,  Sir  ? 

Aftolpho.  You  do  not  love  me  then—— 

Phoebe.  I!  not  I  indeed — I  love  Colin. 

Aftolpho.  Vexation  !  who  ?  Colin  /  who  ? 

Phoebe.  A  young  man  in  our  parilli  who  courts  me 
and  has  promifed  me  marriage. 

Aftolpho.  Confider,  Pbosbe ,  do  not  throw  away  your 
affections,  piace  them  more  properly.  Let  me  con¬ 
jure  you.  [Taking  hold  of  her  hand.} 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Colin. 

Colin.  Softly,  foftly,  maifter,  you  may  not  touch 
my  Phoebe . 

Aftolpho.  So  here’s  my  worthy  rival. 

Phoebe.  [Putting  herfelf  before  Colin .] 

Phoebe.  T  pray,  Sir,  do  not  hurt  him. 

Aftolpho . 
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A ji alpha.  Be  not  alarmed,  pretty  maiden,  I  come 
not  here  to  caufe  unhappinefs.  He  reds  lecure  for 
me,  if  Colin  is  indeed  fo  dear  to  you,  be  allured  I  am 
his  friend — Oh  that  I  could  renounce  this  weaknefs ! 

Colin.  Plague  on  the  frrendfhip  of  the  fox,  who 
comes  in  fuch  a  civil  leering  way  to  deal  away  the 

chickens, - If  you  mud  needs  pamper  yourfelf  with 

a  delicate  morfel,  e’en  look  for  it  elfewhere. 

Phoebe. 

A  I  R  VIII. 

Be  calm  1  pray ,  my  true  love  dear% 

You  know  not  what  you're  doings 

A  lord  is  in  our  pre/ence  here 
Affront  nray  prove  our  ruin . 

Colin. 

How  can  I  e'er  believe  him  fuch 
Thefe  crafty  voiles  pur  filing. 

To  Ad.JMy  Lardyou  honour  me  too  muchy 

—A  plague  on  both  your  wooing. 

P  H  OE  B  E. 

Oh9  Colin,  ceafeyour  idle  prate  y 
Your  folly  muji  undo  us. 

You  know  not.  from  a  man  fo  great 
JVhat  favour  may  come  to  us. 

Colin. 

Believe  not  what  the  courtiers  fwear , 

They  ruin  wkilft  they  re  civil , 

To  Ad.]  /  thank  you ,  Sir ,  for  alt  your  carey 
z—Sucb  kindnejs  is  the  devil. 


Astolph^ 
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Astolpho  to  Phoebe. 

I  was  in  hopes  my  tendernefs  might  have  won  upon 
you;  the  happy  CoIin>  I  perceive*  interefis  you  more ; 
may  he  be  the  means  of  compleating  your  happinefs, 
though  I  am  rewarded  with  affiiclion.  But  your  will 
fhall  be  my  law,  adieu,  remember,  think  upon  my 
love,  and  be  allured  of  every  fervice  in  my  power. 

Exit. 

Colin.  Thank  heaven  the  coaft  is  clear,  and  all  is 
calm  agen. 

Pbcebe.  Indeeed,  Colin ,  you  treated  the  gentleman 
much  too  roughly. — He  is  a  lord,  and  he  has  pro- 
mi  fed  to  carry  me  to  court. 

Colin.  To  court!  and  will  you  go  ? 

Phcebe.  To  be  lure,  why  not  ?  they  fay  it  is  a 
charming  place, — w'e’ll  go  together,  love  ! 

Colin  Hear  me,  Pbcrbe,  nothing  that's  handfome 
is  fafe  at  court,  his  defign  is  to  betray  you,  which 
you  don’t  feem  to  fulpett, — he  talked  to  you  about 
love,  why  did  you  liken  to  him,  Phcebe? 

Phcebe.  What  if  he  did  talk  about  love,  his  love  is 
hopelefs,  ar.d  vour  courtiers  are  too  well  bred  to  of¬ 
fend  againft  good  manners. 

Colin.  Yes,  yes,  they  are  fuch  fort  of  folks  to  be 
fure — you  have  found  them  fo. 

Phcebe.  W  hy  do  you  Tspett  me  ?  I  only  give  ear 
to  fuch  oifcourfe  to  laugh  at  it,  to  laugh  with  you, 
my  dear  Colin ,  remain  fecure  in  that  alTurance. 

Colin.  O  no  doubt  that  is  charming  and  fine,  but 
don’t  I  fee  him  at  this  very  moment  lurking  about, 
and  fl  aring  upon  you  as  if  he’d  look  you  through  and 
through  ?  as  he  is  nor  yet  gone  about  his  bullnefs,  go 
home  to  your  own  cottage,  cc- morrow  you  are  to  be 
my  wife,  go  along  without  any  more  to  do.  I  tell 
you  it  mud  be  fo. - 

Ploabe.  i  can’t - - 

Colin.  You  mud - 

Pboebc..  I  wont - — 

Colin, 


22  THE  CAPRICIOUS  LO  VERS. 

Colin .  You  fhall - 

Phoebe.  Mighty  well,  Colin,  I  don’t  deferve  this  at 
your  hands,  let  me  alone  ! 

P  H  OE  E  E. 

A  I  R  IX. 

Be  net  fi  crofs  and  rude , 

You  hurt  me  Colin— 0/^— 

My  .ora  is  Kiicb  good 
do  fez  me  treated  fo. 

Hu  in  dfiifis  tender  care , 

BbaU  keep  me  free  from  harm  ; 

Id  nil  him  ail  l  fwear - - 

O  Ludl  you  break  my  arm . 

SCENE  VIL 

Astolpko,  Fabian. 

Aflolpho.  Infolent  villain!  releafe  her  this  inftant] 

Colin.  Let  us  alone,  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  'tis  our 
own  affair,  and  you  have  nothing  to  do  with  us. 

Fabian.  Standoff,  fellow,  ’tis  the  prince. 

Phoebe.  The  prince  ;  you !  the  prince. 

Aflolpho.  Yes,  I  endeavoured  to  conceal  my  rank, 
that  your  lo-  e  might  be  difinterefted.  But  to  preferve 
you,  T  will  now  ufe  my  own  authority.— come 
hither™— — —  ( 

C  The  prince! ——the  devil  [A fide. 

J  > o .  Come,  then  e,  and  adorn  my  court,  there 
y-  i  ,-uty  fhall  fhine  with  ad  it’s  advantages,  and 
p  ae  with  the  fovereign  of  the  homage  of  all  hearts. 

i  cebe.  Yes,  Sir,  I  will  go  with  you.  (  To  Colin) 
H;  ce forth  you  fhall  learn  to  prize  me  better. 

Colin.  Was  ever  inch  perlidy? 


Phoebe. 
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P  n  OE  B  E. 

A  I  R  X. 

Go!  feek  fowe  nymph  cf  humbler  lot , 

T o  (l  are  thy  board ,  thy  cot , 

/Fz'/£  joy  !  fly  the  fimple  youth 

Who  holds -me  light ,  or  doubts  my  truth . 

Ireafl  for  love  too  wanton  grown. 

Shall  mom  n  i,ys  peace  ar.fi  pL  •  flow  rtf 

Nor  ft  hi  my  faith  reward  a  /wain 
Who  doubts  my  love,  or  'binks  me  wain, 

Colin.  A  plague  take  the  whole  f"x,  fay  I,  they 
ire  as  light  as  chaff,  and  fickle  as  the  wLd. 

AIR  XL 

Thus  laugh' d  at ,  jilted ,  and  betray'd 9 
1  ft  amp ,  1  tear ,  /  rave  ; 

Capricious ,  //££/,  injurious  maid 9 
I'll  be  no  more  thy  Jlave, 

I  /  • 

77/  /£y  image  from  my  hearty 

Thy  charms  no  more  engage  ; 

My  foul y hall  take  the  juft er  part9 
And  love  /hall yield  to  rage » 


Exeunt  Omnesl 


End  of  the  First  Ac*. 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

A  Toilette,  Phoebe  dr  effing . 

Lisetta  and  Clara. 

A  I  R  XII. 

Cf HANK  you,  ladies ,  for  your  care , 

But  I  pray  you  both  forbear , 
tShre  7  #//  g  er  fcratcbes ! 

That  your  curious  hands  muft  place , 

Such  odd  / ‘pots  upon  my  face 

With  your  pencils,  paint ,  patches . 

l  tetter  in  my  gait, 

From  a  drejs  of  fo  much  weight, 

IF  it h  my  robe  too  dangling  after  ; 

Could  my  Colin  row  but  fee 
What  a  thing  they  y*ue  made  of  me, 

Ob  bed  fplit  bis  (ides  with  laughter . 

You  have  made  a  flrange  figure  of  me  indeed  at 
lad.  Thefe  things  are  wondrous  aukward  to  me, 
pray  let’s  have  done. 

Lifetta  A  little  more  rouge  if  your  ladylhip  pleafes. 

Phoebe.  Ladylhip!  don’t  laugh  at  me. 

Lifetta .  One  fi  ght  much  more. 

Phoebe.  More  daubing!  have  done,  I’ll  no  more 

Onh. 

Clara.  Your  diamonds,  madam. 

Phoebe.  O  how  they  fparkle.— but  there  are  fome 
flowers— Pho,  they  have  no  fine  11 !  - — —every  thing  is 
unnatural  here.  Beauty  is  but  a  painted  fign.  Ail  is 
impoiture  even  to  the  very  dowers. 

Clara,  Thefe  flowers  ma’am  are  made  to  pleafe 
the  fight,  not  the  fimell,  and  in  this  in  fiance  they 
excel  thefe  of  nature. 

AIR 
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A  I  R  XIII. 

! The  flowers  which  grace  their  native  beds , 

A  while  put  forth  their  blufhing  headsy 
But  e're  the  cloje  of  parting  day 
They  wither ,  Jhrinky  and  die  away. 

But  thefe  which  mimic  fkill  hath  m^dey 
Nor  fcorch'dby  funsy  nor  kill'd  by  [bade  ; 

Shall  blufb  with  lefs  inconflant  huey 
Which  art  at  pleafure  can  renew . 

Lifetta.  Ah  ma’am,  you’ll  loon  underftand  the 
power  of  this  art.  I  am  ravifhed  with  it  already. 
What  an  amiable  figure  ! 

Clara.  What  a  genteel  air ! 

Lifetta.  How  immenfely  elegant !  — horrid  crea¬ 
ture!  ( Aftde ) 

Phoebe.  ( Over-hearing )  W hat  did  you  fay  ? 

Lifetta.  Quite  in  nature,  - you’ll  be  the  object 

of  general  adoration. 

Clara.  All  the  world  will  feel  the  force  of  your 
charms. 

Phoebe.  Charms!  are  thefe  your  charms  ?  I  hardly 
know  myfelf,  and  yet  after  all,  a  peacock,  a  jav,  or  a 
butterfly  is  dreft  ten  times  finer ;  here  are  gold,  and 
filver,  and  jewels,  and  ribbands  of  all  the  colours  in 

the  rain -bow. - A  great  hoop  that  hides  my  real 

figure,  wafhes  that  take  away  my  natural  complexion, 
fhoes  that  will  cripple  me,  and  flays  that  make  me 
crooked.  I  with  I  was  in  my  own  cloaths  again. 

A  I  R  XIV. 

When  late  a  fimple  ruflic  lafs , 

7  rov'd  without  conflraint, 

A  ft  ream  was  all  my  looking  g  lafs , 

And  health  my  only  paint. 

The  charms  1  boa  ft,  (alas  how  few!) 

I  gave  to  nature  s  carey 

B  As 
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As  vice  ne'er  ffoiF d  their  native  hue , 

They  could  not  want  repair, 

Lifetta .  Your  ladyfhip  will  excufe  me,  but,  upon 
my  word,  your  notions  are  quite  antiquated,  have 
not  the  lealt  reiifh  of  the  Bon  Ton. 

Phoebe.  Bon  Ton  f  what’s  that  1 

Lifetta.  Every  thing  in  the  world,  ma’am,  in  the 
polite  world  at  lead.  It  is  imponlble  to  look,  or 
walk,  or  talk  without  it,  ma’am. 

Phoebe.  What  will  you  perfuade  me  out  of  my 
fenfes!  d’ye  think  to  make  me  believe  that  I  have 
not  the  ufe  of  my  eyes,  my  tongue,  or  my  feet  ? 
Don’t  I  fpeak  plainly?  Don’t  you  underiland  me? 
Den  t  you  call  this  J peaking ? 

Lifetta.  Not  quite  according  to  th ebon  ton ,  madam  ; 
there  is  no  occaiion  for  your  fpeaking  plainly,  it  is  the 
word  thing  you  can  do  *  nor  for  my  underffanding 
you,  nay  indeed,  that’s  it.  11  worfe  than  t’other,  you 
fhould  never  fpeak  to  be  underitood.  As  to  your 
manner,  a-r-a-w-1  out  your  words  in  a  faint  weak 
voice  as  it  you  did  not  know  how  to  get  them  oft  your 
tongue.  Your  ladyfhip,  entre  nous ,  fpeaks  too  much 
in  the  country  tone.  You  feem  ail  health  and  fpirits. 
Put  a  little  fickly  delicacv  in  to  your  accents,  lan- 
guild  with  your  eyes,;  and  totter  in  your  gait,  and 
then  you’ll  be  quite  in  the  bon  ton  ma’am. 

Phoebe.  How  ilrange  and  ridiculous!  furely  this 
place  is  the  region  of  abfurdities. 


A  I  R  XV. 


How  fl range  the  mode  which  truth  neglects 
And  rejis  all  beauty  in  delects  ! 

But  we  by  homely  nature  tau?ht , 

Tbo'  rude  in  jpeech  are  plain  in  thought. 

Lifetta.  Why  there  again  N  in  your  finging  now  J 
Your  ladyfhip  has  a  fine  pipe,  but  not  a  note  accord¬ 


ing  to  the  bon  ion.  No  Italian  expreilibn,  which  is 
the  life  and  foul  of  ail  mu  fie,  the  very  eilence  of  har¬ 
mony  j 
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mony ;  your  fingers  of  tafte  will  run  up  and  down* 
the  ladder  of  iounds  from  the  cellar  up  to  the  garret, 
now  rumbling  along  in  the  grand  Spirituofo  til!  they 
make  your  ears  crack  again,  and  then  in  the  Diano 
they  expire  like  a  fwan  to  their  own  melody.  In  our 
favourite  compofitions  we  are  not  contented  with  ma¬ 
king  the  found  an  echo  to  the  fenfe,  but  by  a  happy 
jumbling  of  both  together  create  the  moil  ag/eeable 
condition  of  harmony  in  the  univerfe.  Pleale  your 
ladyftiip,  I'll  give  you  a  fpecimen. 

A  I  R  XVI. 

/ho"  thunder  in  thy  accents  roll , 

No  fear  /hall  I hake  my  daring  foul , 

O  tyrant ,  grumble ,  rant  and  rave, 

My  fpirit  /corns  to  be  thy  Jh.  ve. 

But  pity  lends  her  foot  bin?  aid , 

Can  1  for  fake  my  tender  maid  ? 

O  tyrant ,  vain  is  thy  decree , 

Her  mournful  looks  are  death  to  me. 

There,  ma’am,  that’s  your  tafte. 

Phoebe.  It’s  very  fine,  but  I  don’t  like  it.  This 
tafte,  as  you  call  it,  leems  to  have  declared  war 
againft  nature,  and  turned  all  her  works  topfy-turvy. 
Pray  (hall  I  meet  with  all  thefe  fopperies  at  court  ? 

Lifetta.  Court,  madam,  abounds  with  curiofities, 
there  you  will  meet  a  thouland  objects  to  entertain 
you.  There  are  your  pretty  little  creatures  with  high 
heels  to  their  fhoes,  and  folitaires  round  their  necks, 
that  look  fo  lady  like,  you  would  think  they  were 
women  with  l'words  by  their  hdes  ;  then  there  are 
your  precife  puppets  trotting  along  with  formal  bands 
under  their  chins,  and  plaftered  wigs  upon  their 
heads,  whifpering  ftrange  nothings  in  your  ear,  and 
exhibiting  at  one  view  the  moft  v/himfical  combina¬ 
tion  of  pride  and  fervility. 

Phoebe .  Come  then !  I  long  to  be  there,  let’s  to 
court, 

B  2  Clara. 
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Clara.  A  fan,  a  fan  for  her  ladyfhfp. 

Phcebe.  Dear  me  !  what  ufe  can  I  make  of  this  ? 
Lifetta.  This  is  a  wonderful  instrument.  Its  exer- 
cife  is  various  and  elegant.  You  fhall  hear  it,  ma’am, 
and  then  if  you  pleale  1*11  attend  you  to  court. 

A  I  R  XVII. 

For  various  purpofe  Jerves  the  fan , 

As  thus - a  decent  blind> 

Between  the  Jlicks  to  peep  at  man , 

Nor  yet  betray  your  mind . 

Each  action  has  a  meaning  plainy 
Refentmenf  s  in  the  fnap , 

A  flirt  expre fifes  ftrong  difdain , 

Confent  a  gentle  tap. 

All pafifims  will  the  fan  difclofe , 

All  modes  of  female  art , 

And  to  advantage  jweetly  fhews 
cfhe  hand  if  not  the  heart. 

'  T is  folly  s  fceptre  fir  ft  deftgrid 
By  love  s  capricious  boy , 

Who  knows  how  lightly  all  mankind 
Are  govern  d  by  a  toy. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  apartment  in  the  palace. 

Fabian,  Astolpho. 

Aflclpho.  Yes,  Fabian ,  I  do  obferve,  nay  pity  her 
uneafinefs.  Though  from  her  delicacy  fhe  has  not 
hitherto  upbraided  me,  I  perceive  the  princefs  enter¬ 
tains  ftrong  fufpicions,  which  you  know  are  but  too 
well  grounded. 

Fabian  Yet  thofe,  my  lord,  are  eafily  removed. 
Aflolpho.  And  how? 


Fabian . 
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Fabian.  Your  highneiY  orders  have  already  done 
it,  for  what  you  promiied  Phoebe ,  will  be  a  proof, 
which  Emily  cannot  fufpecl,  that  this  amour  has  no¬ 
thing  real  in  it.  When  this  fame  Colin ,  whom  the 
young  madam  doats  on,  comes  to  court,  his  love  wilt 
be  a  blind  for  your’s. 

AJlolpbo.  True  I  have  fent  for  him,  but  what  then  ? 
■ - pray  explain. 

Fabian.  The  aukward  fimplicity  of  country  lovers, 
mull  make  an  agreeable  contrail  with  the  elegance  of 
court  manners,  an  amufement  only  ht  for  laughter. 
As  luch  only  you  defigned  it,  for  that  purpofe  you 
brought  them  hither,  for  entertainment  and  obferva- 
tion.  'The  princefs  cannot  fufpedt  your  deiigns  upon 
Phoebe ,  when  her  own  Colin  \ s  permitted  to  be  with 
her,  and  you  will  eafily  find  means  to  compals  your 
intentions  when  all  lulpicions  are  quieted. 

Aflolpko.  But  fee  the  princefs  comes-*-!  would  avoid 
her- —  Exeunt 


SCENE  III. 


Enter  Emily  and  Clara. 

Emily.  He  ihuns  me,  Clara ,  alas  his  now  beyond  a 
doubt. 

Clara.  Do  not  torment  yourfelf,  and  create  ima¬ 
ginary  affliction. 

A  I  R  XVIII. 

Our  fives  too  often  we  deceive , 

And  wrong  our  judgment  to  believe , 

IVhen  thinking  harjhly  of  the  fwain 
IVe  cheat  our  hopes  and  brood  on  pain . 

Emily.  With  the  generality  of  women,  I  confefs, 
the  heart  is  not  fo  much  affedled  as  their  vanity  is 
hurt  hy  the  licklenefs  of  their  lovers.  Self-love  is  too 
otter  the  link  which  unites  their  louls  but  the  only 

B  3  intereil 
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intereii  which  (ways  my  bofom  is  the  pureft  and  ten¬ 
ds  re  ii  aiiection. 

Clara.  Believe  me,  madam,  the  prince  is  no  ftranger 

to  your  tendernefs- - —he  will  return  it. 

Emily.  You  would  comfort  me,  I  fee— — -perhaps  I 
am  alarmed  from  too  (light  acaufe.  However,  watch 
their  iteps  il  you  regard  your  mi  it  refs. 


Emil  y. 


A  I 


R 


VTV 

nIA. 


If  tyrant  Uv§  nxlth  cruel  dart 
Transfix  the  maidens  lender  heart. 

Of  ea/y  faith  and  fond  belief, 

She  hugs  the  dart  and  aids  the  thief, 

i  f 

7111  Eft  her  h  el  pie fs  ft  ate  to  mourn, 

IstgUcled,  loving)  and  forlorn  ; 

She  finds ,  while  grief  her  bofom  flings, 

As  well  as  darts  the  god  has  wings. 

But  who  is  th’s  the  prince  brings  with  him? — Oh 
’tis  the  village  nymph  he  fo  much  doats  on.  I  mult 

O  J  i 

obferve  them. 

Exeunt . 

SCENE  IV. 


Enter  Phoebe,  Astolpko. 

Aflolpho.  Well,  what  think  you  of  the  court,  does 

it  delight  you,  Phoebe  ? 

Phoebe.  It  is  the  feat  of  wonders.  Every  thing 
changes  character  here,  the  men  are  quite  different. 
I  met  one  who  is  the  lord  of  the  manor  in  our  neigh¬ 
bourhood,  a  very  proud  gentleman  amongft  us,  he 
carries  his  head  fo  high  and  looks  lo  fierce,  and 
threatens  folks  with -his  cane  in  the  country  if  they 
do  but  look  upon  him,  here  he  was  bowing  and  ferap- 
ing  and  cringing  like  a  lpaniel.  Why  are  they  fo 

coinplaifant 
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Complaifant  here,  thefe  great  folks  who  terrify  and 
domineer  over  us  in  the  countrv  ?  Does  the  court 
make  them  fo  much  better  ?  No,  I  believe  if  thev  do 

j 

any  good  here  ’tis  only  to  get  a  right  to  do  fomething 
bad  el ie where. 

Aftolpho.  I  hear  you  with  pleafure.  Did  not  the 
brilliancy  and  the  politenefs  of  the  court  furprize — 
Phoebe.  Oh  they  were  extravagantly  polite  indeed. 
They  paid  their  compliments  with  wonderful  civili¬ 
ty,  and  ran  over  my  perfon  and  features  in  a  loud 
w  hi!  per  with  the  moil  minute  oblervation,— upon  my 
word  (he’s  a  mighty  pretty  tight  thing,  quite  an  angel 
for  the  country,  what  a  poor  little  innocent  it  is,  what 
an  air  (he  has,  what  a  walk,  what  a  voice  !  — — 


Ajhlpbo  Oh,  that  is  mere  pleafantry— they'll  be 
mc/re  careful  by  and  bv,  and  fhew  you  infinitely  more 
refpect.  They  will  be  eager  to  invent  new  diversions 
for  you,  they  will  rend  your  wiihes  in  your  eyes,  and 
I  my  dear  will  ferve  them  -as  a  model. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Emily,  Clara. 

Emily  to  Phoebe.  So,  madam,  you  have  made  a  no¬ 
ble  conqueft.  Suffer  me,  I  befeech  you,  to  pay  my 
homage  where  the  prince  pays  his.  . 

Ajiolpho.  Nay,  but  Emily ,  you  mifunderftand. 

Emily  to  Pbcebe.  Your  fuperior  charms. 

Pitrbe.  Pray,  madam,  do  not  mock  me. 

Emily  to  Ajiolpho.  Don’t  dill urb  you rk if,  my  lord, 
my  pretence  interrupts  1  fee,  I  will  rethe. 

Phoebe.  Stay,  flay,  we  have  no  kcrets  to  talk  ot. 
The  prince  and  I - 

Emily.  I  underhand  you,  madam.  1,  vere  wonder¬ 
ful  indeed  if  charms  like  your’s  had  not  molt  terrible, 
ctie&s. 


B  4 
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A  I  R  XX. 

J  muft  approve  your  higbnefs'  flame , 

Your  paftion  for  the  fair. 

And  all  the  world  muft  feel  the  fame 
Who  marks  her  fhape  and  air . 

A  mien  fo  rich  in  ev  ry  grace , 

Her  manners  fo  polite , 

Such  beauty  beaming  from  her  face , 

Was  ever  fuch  a  fright  l 

Phoebe.  So  then,  the  prince  is  her  lover.  Yes,  yes, 
I  plainly  perceive  it.  Upon  my  word,  thi3  place 
abounds  with  very  odd  cuftoms.  {To  Afo  pho)  can 
you  divide  your  heart  to  two  at  a  time.  (To  Emil\) 
The  prince  loves  me  too,  madam,  he  has  fworn  it. 

Emily,  (ironically  to  A  ft  ol pho.)  More  pleaiantry; 
that’s  all. 

Aft  ol  pho  to  Emily.  Nay,  but  I  allure  you. 

Phcsbe  to  Emily.  You  need  no:  be  under  any  ap- 
prehenfions  on  my  account.  For  my  part  I  love 
Colin . 

Ajlolpho.  Yes,  yes,  Colin  is  her  love,  and  Colin 
fhall  come,  I  told  you  To — (To  Emily)  Don’t  give  any 
credit. 

Emily.  I  believe  nothing. 

Ajlolpho.  JTwas  but  a  whim  that  caufed  all  this, 
for  I  imagined  the  ruftic  fimplicity  of  thefe  pealants, 
might  make  an  agreeable  contrail  with  the  refined 
manners  of  our  courtiers. 

Emily,  (forcing  a  laugh)  A  very  ridiculous  project 
truly!  Oh  we  ihall  be  charmingly  amuled.  Come 

let  us  hear  lome  of  her  prattle. - Well,  my  dear, 

and  how  do  you  like  the  court  ? 

Phoebe.  May  I  fpeak,  my  lord  ? 

Ajlolpho.  Oh,  what  you  pleafe. 

Phoebe.  Then  if  I  muft  fairly  confefs  the  truth,  I 
cm  heartily  tired  of  this  horrid  p’acc,  where  every 

object 


A  COMIC  OPER  A.  33 

object  I  perceive  fee  ms  a  contradiction  to  common 
fenfe.  Their  whole  dehgn  is  to  reverfe  nature  ;  where 
people  are  for  ever  bufy  in  doing  nothing,  where  they 
eat  without  appetite,  and  lie  down  without  reft, 
where  their  mirth  is  all  grimace,  and  their  plealure 
nothing  but  perpetual  noile. 

Clara.  Her  obfervation,  madam,  to  me  feems 
perfectly  juft  \  groves  and  retirement  are  your  only 
places  for  innocence  and  fimplicity. 

A  I  R  XXI. 

Along  your  verdant  lowly  vale 
Calm  Zephyr  breathes  a  gentle  gale , 

But  rujiling  thro ’  the  lofty  trees 
It  fwells  beyond  the  peaceful  breeze . 

Thus  free  from  envy  s  poifond  dart , 

Ton  boaf  a  pure  unruffled  heart , 

While  jarring  thoughts  our  peace  deform 
And  fwell  our  pajjions  to  a  form. 

Emily.  And  pray  when  is  fhe  to  return  to  her  vil¬ 
lage  again?  is  fhe  to  go  to-morrow  ? 

Phcebe.  No,  Sir,  to-night,  to-night,  l  befeech  you, 
the  fooner  the  better, 

Emily.  Come,  come  then,  let  us  leave  her  to  pre¬ 
pare  for  her  journey,  and  indulge  her  meditation  on 
her  beloved  Colin.  Your  fervant,  my  dear. 

AJlolpho.  Adieu,  Phcebe ,  don’t  be  uneafy,  your 
Colin  will  foon  be  here. 

Aftolpho  and  Emily  out, 

Phcebe.  Your  fervant,  my  dear ;  a  mighty  pretty  fub- 
jeCt  to  laugh  at  truly.  E’en  keep  your  prince  to 
yourfelf,  1  want  none  of  him.  I  am  fure,  I  did  not 
come  hereto  look  for  him.  (weeping)  I  have  nothing 
to  reproach  myfelf  with,  only  let  them  fuller  me  to  go 
and  I  fhall  be  happy.  Is  it  my  fault  ?  what  have  I  to 
do  with  it  ?  If  Colin  was  to  treat  me  fo,  inftead  of 

B  5  making 
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making  myfelf  fo  pleafant  with  ether  folks,  I  fhould 
die  tor  grief.- — But  what  is  this  I  hear  ? — ah  ’tis  Colin, 
how  engaging  he'll  find  me,  let  me  fee  if  he  will  re¬ 
coil  Cl  me  in  this  drefs. 

Colin. 

A  I  R  XXII. 

Plague  take  fuch  folks, 

P heir  whims,  tkeir  jokes, 

With  their  no?tfenfe ,  rant  and  riot, 

Phis  calls  me  clown, 

Phat  /hooves  me  down. 

Can  a  body  ne'er  be  quiet  ? 


So  pujh'd  about, 

Phrujl  in,  thruf  out, 

In  a  tumult,  noife  and  hurry , 
Pm  fqueezld  to  death , 
r<z  e  loft  my  breath, 

And  my  wits  run  hurry  f curry . 


Here  have  they  dragged  me  out  of  the  country  to 
make  a  fool  and  laughing  llock  of  me.  A  parcel  of 
fervants  I  think  they  called  them,  though  I  took 
them  for  lords,  they  were  all  fo  beiac’d  and  be- 
ruflled,  have  put  me  into  this  drefs  forfooth  infpite 
of  my  teeth  ;  and  what  have  I  to.  do  with  thefe 
tawdry  trappings.  I  want  nothing  in  this  world  but 
mine  own  tweet  heart  Phoebe.  They  came  truly  to 
fetch  me  hither,  and  yet  I  can’t  find  her  ;  a  plague 
upon  ’em,  every  thing  diftradls  me  ;  I  know  not 
whether  I  hand  on  my  head  or  my  legs. 

Phoebe .  I’ll  e’e 
Colin.  Lud  iu. 
me  ? 


n  go  and  accoil  him — Sir !  Sir. 
i,  what  can  this  fine  lady  want  with 


Phoebe .  This  is  the  luckielr  accident  in  the  world  ; 
he  can  never  find  me  out  through  all  this  dawb  of 
paint  and  patches,  and  with  my  veil  on  too. 


Colin. 
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Clin.  How  (lie  Purveys  me,  Lbeiieve  fliell  look 
me  through  and  through. 

Phoebe.  I'll  e’en  try  his  conftrmcy, — and  pray,  Sir,, 
what  occauon  can  have  brought  you  to  court  ? 

Cclin.  Me  ?  I  only  come  to  iock  for  our  Phoebe. 
Phoebe.  W  ho,  Sir,  Phoebe? 

Colin.  Yes,  a  tight  lals  or  our  parifh,  who  has  pro- 
mis’d  to  be  my  wife,  but  the  has  lelt  me  in  the  lurch. 
Phoebe.  You  amaze  me,  that’s  lcarce  pomble. 

Colin.  Aye  forfooth,  but  it’s  true. 

Phoebe.  But  after  all,  Sir,  why  fhould  that  give 
you  any  manner  of  uneafinefs,  a  perfon  ofyour  figure, 

1  am  Pure,  has  it  always  in  his  power  to  make  a  better 
choice  5  you  were  never  made  to  be  treated  with  dif- 
dain.  I  tell  you  fo,  Sir,  as  a  friend. 

Colin.  A  friend  to  me,  madam.  Lord  !  I  never 
faw  you  before  in  my  lile. 

Phoebe.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  willi  you  well. 

Colin.  What  ?  without  knowing  me  r 
Phoebe.  Oh,  Sir,  people  of  your  lort  are  eafily 
known  ;  vcu  have  a  certain  air  in  your  countenance, 

an  appearance  in  your  dreis. - - — 

Colin.  Oil,  madam,  upon  my  word - 

Phoebe.  Which  fuhiciently  explain  themfelves  to 
my  eyes. 

Colin.  O,  as  to  that,  your  lady fh ip - 

Phoebe.  And  then  what  is  ltill  more  diilinguiiking, 
your  excellive  politenels. 

Colin.  Politenefs !  I  polite!  indeed,  madam,  I 
don’t  pretend  to  know  any  thing  of  that  matter.  To 
be  lure  I  was  always  counted  a  civil  body,  and  I 
know  how  to  keep  my  diitance  and  doff  my  hat,  for 
1  know  that’s  good  manners  for  certain  when  one 
talks  to  a  great  lady 

P hoebe.  But  you,  Sir,  are  a  gentleman. 

Colin.  A  gentleman  !  I  a  gentleman  !  O  lud,  O 
lud. 

Phoebe.  I  fee  it  plainly,  but  you  are  indnltely  too 
modeft,  you  are  indeed. - 

Colin . 

t 
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Colin.  Yes,  yes,  forfooth,  I  am  a  country  gentle¬ 
man. 

Pbcsbe .  And  that,  Sir,  is  all  in  all,  that  is  a  fuffi- 
cient  recommendation,  and  demands  a  peculiar  pro¬ 
tection. 

Colin.  ( Aftde)  Odfbud,  but  I  believe  this  lady  has 
taken  a  fancy  to  me.  They  had  good  reafon  indeed, 
who  told  me  one  need  but  fhew  one’s  face  at  court  to 
make  one’s  fortune. 

Phcsbe:  Blefs  me,  what  a  charming  figure  ;  what 
eafe,  what  elegance.  Oh,  Sir,  ifyou  come  hither  to 
make  your  fortune  you  cannot  fail  of  fuccefs.  Come, 
come,  you  fhall  be  my  fervant. — — O  heaven’-s  what 
ails  me  !  I  am  fo  dizzy  I  can  hardly  Hand  ;  lord  how 
my  heart  flutters ! 

Colin,  O,  madam,  madam,  fhall  I  a  fill  you. 

Phcebe.TSoy  Sir,  I  thank  you  Sir,  not  at  all.  1  be¬ 
gin  to  recover,  I  feel  myfelf  grow  better  apace.  Oh 
the  tweet,  fweet  gentleman  ! 

Colin.  Indeed,  madam,  you  frighten  me,  what 
would  you  have  me  do,  pray  fpeak,  madam. 

Pbcsbe.  You  muft — -O,  Sir,  fpare  my  blufhes,  lord 

how  I  tremble  ! — You  rnuft  love  me  a  little - can 

you  ?  will  you  ?  if  you  do  your  fortune  is  made. 

Colin.  This  can  be  no  trick.  It  grieves  me  to  fee 
her  in  fuch  a  taking.  I’ll  e’en  pretend  to  fall"  in  love 
with  her.  Adad,  I  muft  have  more  about  me  than  I 
dreamt  of,  to  make  fuch  quick  imprellions.on  ladies 
of  fuch  high  fafhion. 

Pbcsbe.  ( /IJide)  So,  fo,  he  begins  to  waver.  Let  me 
fee  how  far  he  will  carry  it — well,  Sir,  and  will  you 
agree  to  my  propolal  ? - give  me  your  hand. 

Colin.  Oh,  madam,  I — I  dare  not.- — - 

Phcsbe.  Am  I  fo  frightful  then  ?- — come,  come. 

Colin.  There  then — I  never  was  hard-hearted  in 
all  my  days. 

Phcebe.  (dij 'cowering  her f elf)  Oh,  traitor,  have  I 
caught  you-— this  is  no  more  than  I  expected  ;  now 
look  upon  me.  Is  it  thus  you  reward  your  Phcsbe ? 

Colin. 
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Colin.  Phcebe  !  who  !  Phoebe  / 

Phoebe.  Yes,  it  is  Phoebe.  I  have  found  you  now. 


Duet. 

Phoebe.  See ,  troy  ter,  now  before  thy  face 
Thy  faljhood flands  confef. 

Colin.  O  maiden,  think  me  not  fo  bafe9 
1  feigsi  d  it  1  proteft. 

Phoebe.  Go,  go,  deceitful fwain. 

Colin.  Say  not  thefe  words  again. 

Phoebe.  Thy  guilt  is  now  too  true. 

Colin.  Such  words  are  death  from  you. 
Phoebe.  A To  better  are  thy  due . 

Colin.  Yes,  better  are  my  due. 


End  of  the  Second  Act. 

X 


3S  THE  CAPRICIOUS  LOVERS. 


--JOU 

V 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

Street. 

Hobeinol,  Damon. 

Damon ,  A  YE,  aye,  neighbour,  your  fine  folk, 
X~\  for  all  their  vapouring  and  bouncing, 
are  no  honefter  than  they  fhould  be.  Who  would 
have  thought  that  our  Phoebe  would  have  been  fent 
for  to  court ! 

Hob.  Sent  for,  quoth  a;  no,  Damon ,  trepanned, 
drawn  in  by  artifice. — Lord  !  what  a  parcel  of  non- 
fenfe  of  teeth,  and  lips,  and  ivory,  and  coral,  and 
diamonds,  did  lome  of  thofe  fcented  puppets  pour 
out  before  the  wenches  in  cur  village,  till  the  maids 
grew  fo  fantaftic  that  they  did  not  know  their  heads 
from  their  tails. 

Damon.  Fair  words  cover  foul  dealings ;  give  me 
plain  fpeech,  and  plain  manners,  I  fay. 

Hob .  By  my  troth,  Gaffer,  I  never  could  abide 
thefe  leg  making  gentry,  who  bow,  and  fcrape,  and 
palaver,  with  their  hats  ftuck,  like  gizards,  under 
their  arms  ;  and  all  the  while  they  mean  no  more 
by  their  civility  than  to  cuckold  the  hufband,  or  de¬ 
bauch  the  daughter. 

Damon.  Thank  Heav’n,  Hobbinol ,  we  have  none  of 
thofe  vices,  we  are  not  fo  polite. 

Hobbinol.  In  good  truth,  neighbour,  I  envy  none 
of  thofe  fort  of  folk. 
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7 bo  my  drefs ,  as  my  manners,  is  pmp'e  and  plain> 

A  rafcal  I  bate,  and  a  knave  I  difdain  ; 

My  dealings  are  jujl,  and  my  confcience  is  clear , 

And  I'm  richer  than  thofe  who  have  thoufands  a  year . 

Tbd  bent  down  with  a^e  and  for  [porting  uncouth , 

I  feel  no  remorfe  from  the  follies  of  youth  ; 

1  fill  tell  my  tale,  and  rejoice  in  my  fong. 

And  my  hoys  think  my  life  not  a  moment  too  long. 

Let  the  courtiers,  thofe  dealers  in  grin  and  grimace , 
Creep  under ,  dance  over  for  title  or  place  j 
Above  all  the  titles  that  flow  from  a  throne , 

Dhat  of  bonejl  1  prize ,  and  that  title's  my  own. 

But  fure  they  cannot  mean  mh chief  to  our  young 
couple*  f  nee  my  boy  Colin  has  been  fent  for  to  court 
with  all  hade,  and  to  meet  your  Phoebe,  they  laid. — 
Body  o'  me,  how  their  eyes  will  lparkle  when  they 
meet  each  other !  I’ll  warrant  you  now  fhe  is  as  me¬ 
lancholy  as  a  turtle  that  has  loft  it’s  mate. 

Damon.  But  for  my  part,  Hobbinol,  I  cannot  abide 
the  thoughts  of  her  being  at  court ;  why  the  place  is 
for  all  the  world  like  a  fair,  full  of  nonfenfe,  noife, 
and  fhew. 

Hjb.  Aye,  neighbour,  they  keep  fair  here  all  the 
year  round,  and  a  plentiful  market  too,  only  the 
goods  now  and  then  are  a  little  dale. 

Dumon.  A  plague  take  their  town  manners,  I  fay. 
Though  I  doft  my  hat  never  fo  low,  and  befpeak 
them  never  lo  civrlly,  they  do  but  laugh  in  mv  face. 
Adod,  I  think  we  been  as  proper  folks  as  the  bed  of 
them  in  our  time.  They  mun  keep  their  daunts  and 
deers  to  themfelves.  It  is  a  wonderment  to  me, 
neighbour,  how  we  found  our  way  hither. 

Hob.  Or  how  we  elcaped  whole  from  fo  many 
dangers.  I  thought  I  fhould  have  had  my  body 
diueezed  to  death  by  one  of  thole  fidgetting  fellows, 

•  *  with 
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with  poles  in  his  hands  and  a  chair  at  his  backfide, 
who  thruft  me  into  the  kennel  alrnoil  under  the  wheel 
cf  a  coach,  and  then  Eu rlily  cry’d  out,  “  by  your 

“  leave.” - -Had  I  known  that  had  been  the  way 

of  alking  a  civil  quefiion,  ecod !  but  I  would  have 
had  my  crutch  ready  to  have  given  him  an  anfwer. 

Damon.  Well,  well,  thefe  difafters  are  at  an  end 
now. 

Hob .  True,  Gaffer,  true,  we  mun  not  bide  here, 
we  muft  try  what  we  can  to  recover  our  children, 
and  for  my  part  I  do  think  Colin  will  be  perfect  mad 
if  he  miffes  his  dear  Phoebe .  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  drejflng-room  in  the  Palace . 

Phoebe,  Lisetta. 

A  I  R  XXIV. 

From  flow? r  to  flovdr  the  but  ter  fly  y 
O'er  fields  or  gardens  ranging , 

Sips  /wests  from  each  and flutters  by y 
And  all  his  life  is  changing. 

\ Thus  roving  man  new  objeffs  fwayy 
By  various  charms  delighted , 

While  /he  who  pleafes  mofl  to-day 
Fo-morrow  Jhall  be  flighted. 

Faithlefs,  faithlefs  Colin  !  And  pray,  madam,  does 
Colin  know  the  prince  defigns  this  vifit  to  me  ? 

Lifetta .  O  yes,  he  is  informed  of  it— long  fince> 
poor  foul, 

Phoebe.  The  news  of  it  has  affedted  him  no  doubt — 

Lifetta.  Oh  yes,  madam,  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
or  fo.  Now  he’d  run  up  and  down  (lamping  and 
tearing,  and  raving  and  rending  like  a  madman ;  then 

he’d 
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he’d  flop  fhort  of  a  fudden,  and  folding  his  arms 
like  a  lover  despairing  befide  a  clear  dream,  heave  a 
defperate  figh,  with  the  mod  rueful  length  of  face 
mortal  ever  beheld.  The  Knight  of  the  wofui 
countenance  was  a  cherub  in  companion. 

A  I  R  XXV. 

Ob  duo  ould  pierce  a  heart  of  fane 
L 0  hear  him  roar  and  blubber , 

So  great  a  loader  ne'er  nvas  known, 

— Nor  e'er  fo  great  a  lubber . 

Like  little  wafer  left  alone, 

By  gay  mamma  forfaken , 

With  hiccup,  fob ,  and  figh  and  groan, 

His  heart  is  almof  breaking . 

But,  like  the  red  of  his  fex,  forrow  took  no  fad 
hold  of  him,  ’t  was  but  an  April  fhower,  and  all  was 
fair  again. 

Phoebe.  Indeed,  Lifetta ,  were  it  not  for  his  trea¬ 
chery  I  could  almod  find  in  my  heart  to  pity  him. 
But,  dear  Lifetta,  I  find  myfelf  drangely  fatigued  $ 
your  plealures  here  pall  the  mind  without  entertain¬ 
ing  it  ;  my  fpirits  are  quite  ovei  power'd. 

Lifetta.  I’m  glad  of  it  ;  now,  now  you  begin  to 
have  the  bon  ton. — I  was  lure  your  lady fh i p  could 
not  be  fo  long  amongd  the  polite  world  without 
catching  the  manners  of  it.  ’Tis  nothing  but  nerves, 
weak  nerves,  and  fafhionable  vapours,  things  cf 
courfe. 

Phoebe.  Vapours,  and  weak  nerves,  why  can  it 
be  a  fadiion  to  be  fick  ? 

Lifetta.  O  lord  !  it’s  downright  ungenteel  to  be 
otherwife.  Your  ruddy  complexions,  and  active  limbs 
may  do  very  well  for  a  dairy  maid  in  the  country  ; 
but  here  they  are  perfectly  unnecelTary,  nay,  abso¬ 
lutely  improper.  Lard,  ma’am,  it  is  as  unfafiiionable 
tor  a  fine  lady  to  be  without  a  complaint,  as  ’tis  to 
be  out  of  debt. 


Phoebe . 
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Phcsbe.  The  more  I  obferve  your  manners  here, 
the  more  they  furprize  me. —But  were  it  not  pofiible, 
madam,  that  Colin  might  be  concealed  fome where 
here-abouts,  that  he  may  over-hear  our  mtercourfe  ? 

Lifettci.  Undoubtedly,  madam  ;  but  for  what  pur¬ 
pose  does  your  ladyfhip  intend—— 

Phcehe .  The  dearei't  in  the  world,  revenge. 

Lifetti /.  That  is  indeed  a  moft  delicious  morfel, 
and  the  injuftice  he  has  done  you  by  his  fufpicions, 
delerves  the  word  of  mortifications  from  your  hands. 

Phoebe.  Well,  Lifetta ,  I  leave  that  management 
to  you.  The  prince  will  be  delighted  with  it.  Adieu, 
I  fhall  attend  his  highnef&’s  pleafure.  [Exit  Lifetta. 

It  Colin  blames  me  now ’tis  not  without  reafon, 
but  I  will  frill  furprize  him  more,  Alas !  why  did  I 
come  hither!  Is  it  the  air  I  breathe  which  poifons  all 
my  peace  ?  at  home,  my  only  thought  was  mirth, 
for  there  all  was  tranquillity,  pleafure  and  happineft. 
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When  far  from  fajhion  s  gilded  fee ne 
I  breath'd  my  native  air , 

My  thoughts  were  calm ,  my  mind Jtrene , 
No  doublings  harboured  there . 

But  now  no  more  myfef  J [finely 
Diffraction  rends  my  breafi  ; 

Whilft  hopes  and  fears  di  blurb  my  mind, 
And  murder  all  my  reft . 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Emily,  Clara. 

Emily.  So,  Clara ,  I  flill  find  her  here  you  fee.  The 
fo  much  boafted  charms  of  the  country,  will  I  tear 
lole  all  their  relith  after  the  fplendour  of  a  court. 

Clara.  Love,  madam,  is  undoubtedly  very  intoxi¬ 
cating,  and  it  is  no  wonder  if  the  addrellcs  of  a 
piince  turn  the  brain  of  an  ignorant  vdllage  lafs 
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Flattering  hopes  the  ?nind  deceiving 
Eafy  faith  too  often  cheat , 

Woman,  fond  and  all  believing , 

Loves  and  hugs  the  dear  deceit , 

Noijy  fhevo  of  pomp  and  riches , 

Cupid's  trick  to  catch  the  fair. 

Lowly  maids  too  oft  bewitches , 
flattery  is  the  beauty  s  fnar«» 

Emily  to  Phcebe.  So  then,  you  will  not  leave  us 
yet.  The  court  has  itronger  attractions  than  you 
were  aware  of,  Phcebe. 

Phoebe.  Alas!  madam,  did  it  depend  upon  my 
choice  I  would  be  far  off.  The  pleasures  of  this 
place  are  loll  upon  me,  they  are  too  artificial  for  us 
fimple  folks  who  are  the  fervants  of  nature. 

Emily.  Quit  then,  as  fall  as  you  can,  a  place  fa 
contrary  to  your  manners.  I  would  not  delay  a  mo¬ 
ment.  Alas !  why  cannot  I  fhake  off  this  trouble- 
[fome  pomp  and  pageantry  of  courts? 

A  I  R  XXVIII. 

Wbafs  all  the  pomp  of  gaudy  courts , 

Put  vain  delights,  and gingling  toys, 

While  pleafure  crowns  your  rural  jports 
With  calm  content ,  and  tranquil  joys, 

Clara.  O  lard  !  madam,  how  pretty  mull  it  be  to 
wander  along  by  the  flow’ery  banks  of  murmuring 
rivers,  and  to  breath  the  delightful  fragrance  of  the 
meadows !  Oh  ’tis  a  paradife  on  earth. 


A  I  R 
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Return ,  fu:eet  lafs ,  to  flocks  and fvuains 9 
Where  ftmple  nature  mildly  reigns , 

Jf  here  love  is  every  JhephercTs  care. 

And  every  nymph  is  kind  as  fair. 

\ The  court  has  only  tinjel toys , 
lnftpid  mirth  and  idle  noife  ; 

But  rural  joys  are  ever  new. 

While  rynrphs  are  kind,  and Jbepberds  true. 

Phoebe.  Upon,  my  word,  ladies,  you  reafbn  excel¬ 
lently  well  in  your  turn.  I  perceive  the  advice  of 
every  body  flows  from  felf-intereiled  motives.  You 
would  moil  obligingly  inform  me  that  my  prefence 
difpleafes  you,  madam;  I  heartily  believe  it — But, 
now  I  think  on  it,  I  can't  go  yet,  ’tis  absolutely  im- 
potHble.  I  have  a  particular  engagement  with  the 
prince. 

Emily.  With  the  prince  ! 

Phcebe.  Yes,  with  the  prince  ;  Oh  you  will  laugh 
exceedingly. -  ■■ 

Emily.  Laugh  1  I  laugh  f  how  f 

Phoebe.  The  prince  you  know  is  in  love  with  you. 

Emily,  (fighs)  And  what  then  ? 

Phcsbe.  Then  ! — why  he  defires  an  interview  with 
me. 

Emily.  W  hich  you  have  granted,  I  fuppofe. 

Pkcebe.  Oh,  doubtlefs.  It  is  not  for  folks  in  fuch 
an  humble  fituation  as  mine  to  refute  fo  great  an 
honour,  and  indeed,  after  fo  many  inilances  of  friend¬ 
ship  and  protection,  it  were  a  fin  to  deny  fo  Small  a 
requeft.  But  I  fee,  madam,  you  are  difcompofea. 

Emily.  Who  I  !  not  I,  not  in  the  leall. 

Phoebe.  I  can’t  abide  to  be  thought  ungrateful. 

Emily.  So  then,  Fhcebe ,  after  all  this  parade  of 
honour,  and  virtue,  and  love,  you  can  make  an 
affi  gnat  ion  ? - - 

Pkcebe.  Come,  come,  don’t  be  fufpicious  ;  where 
you  dread  a  rival,  you  may  find  a  friend.  1  pity  your 
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uneafinefs,  madam,  nor  will  I  ever  be  the  caufe  of 
adding  to  it.  Come  then  with  me,  and,  if  poflible, 
endeavour  to  forget  your  jealous  refentment.  I  war¬ 
rant  you  all  will  be  well  yet.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

An  Ante- chamber. 

Enter  Colin. 

A  I  R  XXX. 

Oh  booby ,  blockhead,  numjkull ,  afs , 

Oh  fatal  Jl  range  mi  fake  ; 

1 fear  F<ve  loft  my  dear  eft  lafs  ; 

Oh  fare  my  heart  will  break. 

IVhere  / hall  I  now  my  Phcsbe  find , 

Oh  lovely,  cruel  fair  ; 

■!  And  will  fhe  then  be  ft  ill  unkind ? 

1  tremble ,  I  dfpair. 

I’m  ruined,  dead,  undone.  They  have  bewitched 
her,  they  have  poifoned  her,  they  have  given  her 
fomething  to  fteal  away  her  heart  ;  and  yet  I  fcarce 

can  credit  it. - It  is  impoflible — what  Phoebe  meet 

the  prince  alone  !  alas !  it  is  but  too  true.  My  folly 
has  aggravated  her  to  an  entire  neglect  of  me.  Well, 
Heaven  be  thanked  I  am  not  quite  friendlefs  yet. 
The  good-natured  gentlewoman  who  brought  me 
hither  has  pro  mi  fed  to  place  me  where  i  may  over¬ 
hear  all,  and  if  I  find  my  fufpicions  true,  I  know 
how  to  be  revenged  for  the  trick  fhe  has  played  me. 
Yes,  I  will  give  vent  to  my  anger,  yes,  thou  cruel, 
hard-hearted  Phoebe ,  I’ll  tell  you  to  your  face  that 
|  you  are  afalfe,  ungrateful  huffey,  and  then — I'll  go 
and  hang  tnyfelf ;  and  then — you  fh all  never  fee  me 
more — But  yonder’s  the  fine  lady,  my  friend  and 
j  guide. — Lord  !  Lord  !  how  my  heart  beats  !  how  I 
!  dread  the  event !  Exit . 

S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE  V. 

An  apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Phoebe. 

So  then- — hitherto  ail  things  are  rightly  difpofed, 
Colin  now  may  be  fatisfied  of  our  interview  ;  how 
ftrangely  arri  1  fituated  !  at  once  the  objedt  of  the 
prince’s  love,  which  I  never  was  ambitious  of ;  of 
the  princels’s  jealoufy,  whom  I  wifh  to  ferve  ;  and 
my  own  Colins  hard  fufpicicns,  which  are  mo  ft  un- 
juft  ;  but  here  comes  the  prince. 

Enter  Astolpho. 

Well,  my  Lord,  you  find  me  an  obedient  fervant; 
what  would  your  highnefs  have  with  me  ? 

AJlolpho.  Can  that  be  a  queftion  now,  Phoebe ,  does 
not  the  tenor  of  my  wrhole  behaviour  explain  itfelf  to 
you  ?  Come,  come,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Phoebe  Love  me,  alas  my  lord,  I  was  born  to 
humbler  hopes,  and  your  highnefs  can  never  be  at  a 
loft  for  more  worthy  objedts. 

Aftolpbo.  Worthier — Surely,  Phoebe ,  you  take  a 
plealure  in  creating  my  mifery. 

Phoebe.  No,  I  would  rather  wifh  to  make  you 
happy. 

Ajiolpho.  Alas !  I  have  wiftfd,  I  have  fighed  a  long 
time  for  a  heart  without  guile,  a  heart  that  was  Am¬ 
ple  and  ingenuous;  a  happinefs  not  to  be  met  with 
at  court. 

Phoebe.  Ch,  my  lord,  that  is  a  happinefs  you  have 
always  in  your  own  power. 

Ajiolpho.  My  power!  do  you  approve  my  paffion 
then  ?  am  I  fo  bleft  ? 

P  cehe.  Indeed  I  will  not  hefitate  one  moment  to 
make  you  fo.  WTait  but  my  return  and  I  will  con¬ 
vince  you.  Exit. 

AJlo'pbo. 
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Aflo-pb 0.  What  can  this  mean?  I  am  aftonifhed, 
my  fpirirs  are  all  in  arms,  and  my  heart  flutters  with 
expectation. 


Phoebe  returns  with  Emily. 


Phoebe.  There,  my  lord,  ( prefentin ?  Emily )  that 
happinefs  is  now  your  own;  and  i  feel  a  fatisfadtion 
in  being;  the  means  of  it.  Exit . 

Afitlpbo.  (a fide)  Oh  fhame  !  fhame  !  fhame! 


Enter  Colin  from  behind. 

A  I  R  XXXI. 

Confufion,  tortures,  death ,  defpair, 

IV h y  am  1  1  bus  betray'd  ? 

Vhy  njo'ws  /  'ivbijUe  to  the  air , 

Go,  perjur'd,  treacherous  maid. 

Emily  looks  at  Colin,  and  enter  Phoebe  on  the  other  ft  del) 

I  fee  my  fault ,  l  hlufh  for  fame, 

Ob  joy  to  find  thee  true  ! 

Oh  nymph  forbear  that  fault  to  blame 
H  hich  rofe  from  loose  to  you. 

\ 

Phoebe  to  Afioipho.  Now,  Sir,  you  are  matter  of  that 
:reat'ure  you  io  long  defired  ;  be  happy  in  the  poffelfi- 

Dn  of  it. - And  now,  Colin ,  what  is  become  of  your 

jealoufy?  take  care  how  you  harbour  again  a  fiend 
rhich  deftroys  all  peace. 

Colin.  I  begin  to  revive  again. 

Emily  to  Afioipho.  Allured  as  1  am  of  your  incon* 
;ancy,  1  might  perhaps  break  out  into  reproaches, 
jut  your  conduct  afflicts  me  more  than  it  offends,  and 
nakes  me  happy  without  being  violent.  I  lee,  Sir, 
have  loft  your  heart,  (going) 


Ajhlph #. 
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Adolpho.  (flopping  her )  Stay,  flay  my  princefs,  our 
hearts  were  not  defigned  for  fuch  reparation,  Phoebe, 
it  is  true,  by  thus  enlightning  my  bewildered  fenfes 
has  humbled  me  fufficiently,  and  I  fhould  blufh  in¬ 
deed,  if  I  did  not  endeavour  to  imitate  her.  Her  ex¬ 
ample  fh all  excite  me,  and  if  my  revived  affections 
are  worthy  of  a  return,  Hymen  /hall  unite  us  on  this 
day. 

Emily.  Love  furely  may  excufe  its  own  frailties. — 
Oh  Phoebe,  let  me  embrace  thee,  how  much  do  I 
owe  to  your  friendfhip  ! — how  fhall  I  reward  you  ? 

Phcs  be.  Leave  that  to  Colin,  madam,  for  from  him 
alone  1  expect  it.  Come,  Colin ,  endeavour  to  amend 
your  errors ;  here,  take  my  hand,  now  you  know  all 
my  vengeance. 

A  I  R  XXXII. 

Again  in  ruflic  weeds  array  d, 

A  fimple  fwain,  aflmple  maid, 

O'er  rural fcenes  with  joy  we' ll  rove, 

By  dimpling  brook,  or  cooling  grove. 

*Ihe  birds  Jhall firain  their  little  throats , 

And  warble  wide  their  merry  notes  ; 

Whilfl  we  converfe  beneath  the  fhade, 

A  happy  fwain,  and  happy  maid . 

cThy  hands  Jhall  p  hick,  to  grace  my  bow  r, 

The  lufcious  fruit,  the  fragrant  flow' r, 

Whilfl  joys  Jhall  hlefs,  for  ever  new , 

Ehy  Phoebe  kind,  my  Colin  true. 

C din.  Nor  fhalt  thou  be  deceived — let  us  away 
with  hade.  We  will  be  married  ftraight,  this  is  true 
joy  indeed  ;  what  need  of  fo  much  myftery  to  be 
happy  r— but  however,  Sir,  I  pray  you  leave  off  your 
hunting  on  our  grounds.  Peace  and  quietnefsare 
better  than  all  the  honours  in  the  world. 


A  I  R 
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Why  Jhould  1  now,  my  love,  complain , 

‘ That  toil  awaits  thy  chear f ul  fwain9 
Since  labour  oft  a  fzveet  hefows 
Which  lazy  fplendor  never  knows. 

Hence  fprings  the  purple  tide  of  health , 

'The  rich  man  s  wi/hy  the  poor  man's  wealthy 
And  fpreads  thofe  blufhes  o'er  the  fac?y 
Which  come  and  go  with  native  grace. 

The  pride  of  drefs ,  the  pomp  of  Jhewy 
Are  trappings  oft  to  cover  woe  ; 

But  we ,  wbofe  wifhes  never  roam , 

Shall  tajle  of  real  joys  at  home . 

Afolpho.  May  heav'n  protedl  you  both,  livelong 
in  peace  and  happinefs,  and  ihare  my  bounties  as  you 
pleafe. 


Enter  Fabian. 

Here  are  two  old  men  come  after  Colin >  and  Phcehel 
they  make  fuch  a  buftle  and  clamour  one  would  think 
they  were  dark  flaring  mad. 

Afolpho.  Oh  bring  them  in,  the  happinefs  will  new 
be  general  indeed.  (To  Emily)  what  uneafinefs  has 
my  folly  produced  !  But - - 

Damon  (without.) 

V 

I  tell  you,  I  will  have  my  daughter. 

•  *  'if 

Hoebinol  (  without.) 

Give  me  my  fon,  I  fay,  bodyo’me,  you  fmock~ 
fac’d  chitterling  \  Oh,  that  I  was  but  threefcore  for 
your  fake. 


C 
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Damon.  Don’t- taik  to  me,  my  own’s  my  own,  and 
1  will  come  in. 

Phoebe.  Good  heavens !  my  father. 

Enter  Hobbixol,  and  Damon1. 

Damon.  So,  fo,  we  have  found  you  now — Adod, 
but  we  have  not.  They  do  nothing  but  make  fools 
of  us,  I  think. 

Hob.  For  my  part  I  believe  it  is  the  land  of  lies  j  I 
did  not  want  fuch  fine  folks,  our  fearch  is  after  a 
couple  of  ftray’d  children,  and  they  told  us  they  were 
here.  (Going  up  to  Colin)  I  pray  you,  Sir,  can  you  tell 
sue  any  tidings  ?  ( di (covering  him)  Ods  my  life,  its 
my  own  boy  Colin  ;  I  am  tranfported,  I  am  overjoyed, 
—and  why  did  not  you  anlwer  your  father,  you  dog? 
—Only  fee,  Damon ,  how  they  have  bedizen’d  him, 
s-iocks-  for  all  the  world  like  the  king  in  the  puppet- 
feew. 

Phoebe  to  Damon.  And  here  too  is  your  Pbcebe,  Sir, 
It  is  no  wonder  you  ihould  not  difcover  me  through 
this  difguife,  fmce  even  the  quick-lighted  eyes  of  a 
lover  have  been  deceived  before  now. 

Damon.  Have  I  recovered  thee  at  lad,  my  child  ! 
My  neighbour  and  I  have  had  a  wearifome  purfuit 
•after  thee. 

Cohn.  All  is  well  that  ends  well,  father ;  we  fhali 
now  be  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long,  thanks  to  the 
prince  there,  in  truth  we  are  much  obliged  to  him. 

Hob.  Oblig’d  J  quoth-a,  yes,  yes,  I  fuppofe  you 
are  oblig’d. 

A  I  R.  XXXIV. 

No  doubt  but  your  fool  (cap  has  known 
His  higbnejs  obligingly  kind, 

*—Odzooks  I  could  knock  the  fool  down, 

Walter  fuch  a  cuckoldy  kind ? 


To 
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To  be  fure,  like  a  good-natured  fpoufe , 

You've  lent  him  a  part  of  your  bed ; 

He  has  fitted  the  horns  to  your  brows. 

And  l  fee  them  fprout  out  of  your  head* 

To  keep  your  wife  virtuous  and  chafe 
The  court  is  a  wonderful  fchool, 

—My  lord  you've  an  excellent  tafle, 

— And,  fon ,  you  are  a  cuckoldy  fooL 

If  your  lady  fhould  bring  you  an  beirs 
The  blood  will fiowrich  in  his  veins. 

Many  thanks  to  my  lord for  his  care — 

—You  dog ,  1  could  knock  out  your  brains* 

Duett. 

CoKn.  Ifcorn  to  be  any  man's  (lave, 

I  know  what  is  proper  and  right . 

Hob.  You  talk,  Sir,  exceedingly  brave > 

You  puppy,  get  out  of  my  fight. 

Colin.  Dear  father,  ne'er  trufi  to  report, 

My  Phoebe  is  true  to  her  fwain. 

Hob.  Then  why  this  fine  jaunt  up  to  courts 
You  dupe ,  you're  a  cuckold  in  grain. 

Afiolpho.  Be  not  To  diftruftful,  old  friend.  I  have 
fecn  my  error,  and  repent  it.  The  temporary  unea- 
hnefs  you  have  found  in  the  lofs  of  your  children, 
will  be  amply  compenfated  in  the  happinefs  of  to¬ 
day.  Here  ( taking  Emily  by  the  hand)  my  affections 
arelettled.  Fhaebe  merits  no  fufpicions,  and  if  mu¬ 
tual  love  happily  rewarded  can  enfure  a  bleffing  upon 
earth,  her  union  to-day  with  Colin  fhall  effect  it. 
Come,  come,  we  fhall  all  be  happy. 

Emily  to  Hobbinol.  You  may  be  perfectly  fatisfied. 
Sir,  your  fears  are  all  groundlefs.  It  is  from  the 
conviction  of  her  innocence,  and  by  her  interpofition, 
that  all  parties  are  reconciled.  Surely  you  ought  to 
be  fatisfted  on  this  point,  when  you  fee  I  am. 

Hob. 
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Hob.  Say  you  fo  ?  why  then,  come  hither,  children, 
Heav’n  blefs  you - “Body  o’me,  but  I  cry  for  joy. 

Damon.  Let  me  join  my  bleffing  too.  And  now, 
adod,  I’m  as  gay  as  a  lark,  and  as  light  as  a  cork. 

Aftolpho .  From  this  hour  my  blifs  commences. 
How  fweet  it  is  to  gain  the  affe&ions  of  a  heart 
which  owes  all  its  charms  to  innocence  and  fimplicity! 
but  to  find  one  without  guile  in  the  midil  of  courts, 
whole  honefly  of  nature  is  not  corrupted,  though  it 
is  cultivated  by  art,  makes  up  my  peculiar  felicity. 

Trio. 

Colin.  For  thee  my  love  Jhall  ever  burn , 

Fhou  art  my  fonde ft  aim. 

Phoebe.  My  love  jhall  yield  thee  Jvoeei  reiurny 
1  bu?'n  vuith  equal  flame. 

Emily.  No  care  Jhall  e'er  my  foul  annoy , 

No  fears  my  blifs  deftroy. 

Colin.  For  thee  my  love  Jhall  burn . 

Pheebe.  My  love  Jhall  yield  return . 

Emily.  My  love  Jhall  yield  return* 

All.  Oh}  this  is  per f eft  joy. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T 


H  E  following  little  Piece  is  an  imitati¬ 
on  of  the  French  comic  operas  of  one  adt, 
which  are  generally  charadterifed,  either  by 
their  natural  fimplicity,  or  dome  fingie  ftriking 
incident,  and  little  or  nothing  more  is  defign- 
ed. — It  is  now  fi  ft  attempted  to  introduce  this 
fpecies  of  entertainment  on  the  Englifh  thea¬ 
tre,  as  containing  excellent  fituations  for  light 
airs. — On  the  French  Stage,  notwithstanding 
all  their  merit,  they  tire  in  the  length  of  time 
taken  for  repi  efentation  ;  and,  were  they  fpun 
out  to  the  common  length  of  our  after  pieces, 
it  is  conceived  they  would  be  found  ftill  more 
infufficient. 


The  fubjedf  matter  therefore  being  wholly 
prefer ved,  and  the  dialogue  both  varied  and 
comprelfed,  they  are,  with  every  deference 
fubmitted  to  public  judgment. 
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CHARACTERS. 

M  E  N. 

Mr.MATTOCKS. 
Mr.  Wilson.  - 
Mr.  Quick. 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Mrs.  Vermilion,  -  -  Mrs.  Mattocks. 

Mrs.  Tokay,  -  -  Mrs  Morton. 

Mrs.  Dimity,  -  -  Mils  Weller. 


Mr.  Vermilion,  -  - 

Alderman  Tokay,  -  ■ 

Deputy  Dimity,  -  ■ 


SCENE 
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SCENE  I. 


A  Painting-Room  in  Mr.  Vermilion’s  Houfe  ; 
on  each  Side'  a  Door  opens  into  a  feparate 
Chamber  ;  the  Window  ot  which  is  fo  fumr*jd, 
that  the  Audience  are  wrneffes  to  all  that  paiTes 
within.  Mrs.  Vermilion  is  diicovered 


L: 
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OME  here ,  all  wives, 
l/l  ho  lead  your  lives 
Jd  ith  Deary  jarring. 
Growling ,  J parting , 
Bawling, 

Squaw  ling  i 


Swearing7 
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Swearing 9 
Tearing  ; 

Who  in  the  dumps  are  left  to  pine9 
In  fpight  of  all  your  charms  / 

At  the  f  und  of  my.  drum9 
Come  ~  hither  come  / 

While  honour' s  rub  -a-dub  you're  hearings 
To  my  flandard  quick  repairing 9 
To  fight  alike  your  caufe  and  mine9 
Behold  me  under  arms , 


Rouze9  rouze9  and  brave  them  to  the  field9 
Tour  tongue  the  weapon  that  ye  wield. 
Laurels  jb all  crown  your  brow9 
But  ij  they  hold  out  '  gain  ft  this  force  9 
Talk  as  a  dernier  resource. 

Of  Vengeance— you  know  how . 
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Mrs.  Vermilion,  Mrs.  Tokay,  and  Mrs. 

UlMlI  Y. 


Mrs.  Ver.  Ah  !  ha  : — I  have  not  beat  my 
drum  in  vair — here  co.r.e  two  Volunteers  alrea  dy 
—Mrs.  Tokay,  and  Mrs.  Dimity,  I  am  charm¬ 
ed  to  fee  you. — You  are  punctual  to  a  mi¬ 
nute. 

Mrs .  Tok .  No  wonder,  when  the  fummons 
was  of  fuch  a  ferious  nature. — You  rnuft  fee  us 
it  feems  on  bufinefs,  which  concerns  us  as  nearly 
as  our  lives. 

Mrs .  Ver .  This  bufinefs  is  to  fup  with  me 
here  this  evening, — where  I  mean  to  give  you 
a  delicious  repaft. 

Mrs.  Dim .  But,  my  dear,  what  necefiity  for 
fuch  a  meffage  ? 

Mrs .  Ver .  More  than  you  are  aware  of. — Are 
you  difengaged  ? 

Mrs .  Tok.  Yes, — my  hufband  is  gone  into  the 
country,  on  fome  particular  bufinefs,  ’till  to  mor¬ 
row. 

Mrs.  Dim .  And  I  am  alfo  a  widow  till  that 
time. 

Mrs .  Ver.  They  told  you  fo,  did  they  ?— 

O  men,  how  m.  ny  ways  do  you  deceive  and 
cheat  us  ! 

Mrs.  Tok.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

*  .  Mrs . 
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Mrs  Ver .  Why,  I  mean  that  both  your  Huf- 
band,  Alderman  Tokay,  the  Wine- Merchant  of 
Portfoken  ward,  and  your  Hufband,  Deputy 
Dimity  the  Taylor*  of  Candle  wick,  expect 
the  pleafure  of  Tupping  this  evening,  in  this 
houfe. 

Mrs .  Tck<  Here  ! 

Mrs .  Dim ,  With  you  ? 

Mrs .  Tok.  Why  your  Hufhand  is  out  of 
town. 

Mrs.  Dim .  How!  Ma’am! — And  you  all 
alone  ? 

Mrs .  Ver.  Liften  to  me  : — They  have  both 
formally  made  me  a  declarar.on  of  love,  and  I 
confefs  to  you,  I  thought  my  felt  not  a  little  flat¬ 
ter’d,  at  attrafiking  the  attention  of  two  men, 
whole  wives  are  fo  universally  admired — Says 
Mr.  Alderman,  you  know  his  jocular  way, 
Ma'am— 
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That  form ,  and  ail  thefe  charms ,  odds  JiJb  ! 
Are ,  I  proteji 9  a  dainty  dijh  ; 

And  of  your  eyes ,  the  very  fight , 

Really  creates  an  appetitey 
Grace ,  PVythee  let  me  Jay. 

Pm  at  a  feaft9  and  MV  am  would  you 
Digeft  a  perfect  man  of  Gout , 

Who'd  drink  you  as  a  toajl  each  fup 
And  who ,  for  Love ,  could  eat  you  up9 
Take  Alderman  Tokay . 


Now, 
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Now,  Ma’am,  for  a  fpecimen  of  your  huf- 
band’s  eloquence  in  love. — Mr.  Dimity. 
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In  me,  you  think  to  find,  perhaps 9 
One  of  thofe  linfey-voooljey  chaps. 

Who  of  dejpair  and  daggers  puff, 

/ Ind  all  Juch  worn-out  thread  hare  fuff  \ 
No ,  no,  MT  am,  not  in  me . 


Vm  of  another  cloth  cut  out. 

Well  wearing ,  durable ,  and  fout , 
•  And%  would  you,  in  a  lover  find 
A  fair  outftde,  honefly  lir?  d. 

Take  Dicky  Dimity . 


Well,  Ladles,  to  fo  much  gallantry,  I  could 
not  but  make  a  mod  obliging  anfwer. — You  fhall 
iear  it. 


A  I  R. 


1  o  cruelty  a  fir  anger. 

How  J hall  1  5 j cape  this  danger  ? 
7 on  vjoo  with  too  much  art  ; 
While  tender  and  obliging. 

Thus  fii  'y  you  re  befieging , 

A  poor  dej encelef  r  heart . 


The 
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The  reaflon you  may  gnefs , 

Why  thus  it  flutters  flo  ; 

??  is  Icve  fays  yes ,  yes ,  yes9 
And  virtue ,  noy  noy  no . 


Why  you  feem  thunderftruck. 


, Mrs .  Tok .  What  a  villain  ! 

Mrs .  Dim .  The  Traitor  !  But  I’ll  give  him 
his  own. 

Mrs.  Tok .  And  for  Mr.  Tokay,  Pll  make 
him  blulh  with  fhame— you  fhall  fee  fuch  a 
fcene. 

Mrs .  Dim .  I’ll  expofe  his  infidelity  to  the 
whole  world. 

Mrs .  Tok .  And  my  wrongs  fhall  be  known  all 


over  the  town. 

Mrs.  Ver.  And  fo  expofe  yourfelves. — No, 
no,  if  you’ll  be  guided  by  me,  we’ll  be  better  re¬ 
veng’d  of  them  than  all  this. 

Mrs.  7  ok.  How  ? — I’ll  do  any  thing. 

Mrs.  Dim .  Speak,  dear  Mrs.  Vermilion  ! 

Mrs.  Ver,  Time  preffcs,  let  me  therefore  tell  , 
you  my  fcheme  in  a^  few  words  as  poffible  ; 

I  have  acquainted  Mr.  Vermilion  with  every 
thing,  who  is  not  out  of  town,  but  has  only  had 
it  fo  reported  to  favour  our  defign — Your  huf- 
bands  are  coming  here— I  fhall  receive  them 
in  this  painting  room,  becaufe  nothing  can  pol-  | 
fibly  pafs  in  thefe  two  chambers  adjoining, 
which  cannot  be  overheard. — And  thus  —  but 

on 
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^  • 

on  my  confidence,  one  of  them  knocks  at  the 
door  now — do  you  flip  down  thefe  back  flairs, 
and  Aide  out  after  I  have  conduced  them  up. — 
Then  be  ready  for  me  at  your  houfe,  which  is 
but  two  fteps  off, —  where  1  iliall  preiently  come 
and  fetch  you,  and  tell  you  every  thing  you  have 
to  do. 

Mrs .  Tok .  Well,  well,  well  be  guided  by 
you  — Could  I  have  believed  it  !  — 

Mrs .  Dim.  Adieu.  We’ll  hold  ourfelves  in 
readinefs  — Oh  !  I  could  tear  his  eyes  out.  (A 
knocking  ) 

Mrs .  Per.  You  hear,  they  are  impatient, 
Ma’am  ! — Come,  come,  decamp,  quick  ! — 


SCENE  HI. 


Mrs.  Vermilion,  Tokay,  and  Dimity. 


Mr.  Tokay.  Ah  !  my  charming  neighbour  ! 

Dim.  My  dear,  Mrs.  Vermilion  ! 

Mrs.  Per.  Gentlemen  !  to  what  do  I  owe  the 
pleafure  of  feeing  you  ?  don’t  fay  any  thing  be¬ 
fore  him  that  I  afked  you  to  fupper  :  (to  T okay ) 
he  has  a  fcandalous  tongue. 

Tokay  Scandalous  as  a  tea  table.  Ma’am  !— I 
don’t  know  what  put  it  in  the  damn’d  fellow’s 
head  to  come  here — Well,  neighbour  Dimity,  1  m 
glad  to  fee  you.  We  happen’d  to  meet  together. 
Madam,  at  your  door,  juft  as  1  was  coming  to 
pay  my  refpefts  to  you. 

C  Dim . 
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D  im.  Yes,  I  came  according  to  inftru&ions  to 
take  meafure. 

Mrs.  V.  Hufh,  hufh!  don’t  fay  I  invited  you 
here — he’d  expoie  us— 

Dim .  O  Lord  !  to  the  whole  world. — I  fay, 
Ma’m,  the  remnant  of  the  evening  lay  on  my 
hands,  and  fo  I  thought  i  could  not  piece  it  out 
better,  than  in  coming  to  aik  you  how  you  did. 

Mrs .  V .  Well,  Gentlemen,  fince  it  happens 
fo,  if  you  have  no  better  engagement,  I  {hall  be 
glad  of  your  company  to  eat  a  bit  of  fupper  with 
me. 

Tokay*  You  are -infinitely  kind.  Could  not 
you  fend  him  away  ? 

Mrs .  V*  No,  no,  ’iwould  create  fufpicion. 

Dim .  Vaftly  kind,  indeed  — Could  not  we  get 
rid  of  him  ? 

Mrs.  V .  ’Tis  impoffible — Come,  Gentlemen, 

I  mutt  ufe  you  without  ceremony — We  have  the 
houfe  to  ourfelves — I  gave  the  rnaid  leave  to  fee 
her  aunt,  and  the  man  is  gone  with  my  hufoand 
~I  am  a  widow  for  a  whole  week. 

Tokay .  A  week!  zounds,  I  fhall  be  ele&ed 
without  a  fcrutiny. 

Dimity .  A  week  !  Damn  me,  I  fhall  cut  out 
a  fine  parcel  of  work  here  ! 

Mrs.  V,  Mr  Tokay,  help  me  to  fetch  the  ta¬ 
ble  ;  and  do  you,  Mr.  Dimity,  Idok'ii^jhat  clo- 
fet  for  the  table  cloth,  and  knives  and  forks — 
Come,  come.,  ft ir.  - 

Tokay .  Difpcfe  of  me  as  vou  pleafe. 

Mrs .  Ver.  (To  Tokay ,  with  whom  Jhe  brings 
forward  the  Table.)  Ah,  my  dear  Mr.  Tokay,- 
if  that  fool  was  not  here — 

Tokay .  My  turtle!  let  me  kifs  you  for  that 

thought. 

Mrs * 
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Mrs.  Per.  Hufh  !  hufh  !  he’ii  fee  us  !  (to 
Dimity)  that’s  right — (to  "Tokay )  now  do  you 
fearch  in  that  cupboard,  and  you’ll  find  a  fallad 
ready  for  dreiling — (T okay  goes  while  foe  [peak  's  to 
Dimity )  ’Twas  very  kmd  of  you  to  come,  dear 
Mr.  Dimity.  What  a  pity  ’ tis  we  are  not  alone  ! 

Dim.  I  wifli  to  Heaven  he  was  in  one  of  his 
buts  of  Madeira. 

Mrs.  Ver.  Well,  one  journey  more  and  all 
will  be  ready.  You  fee  I  have  nothing  but  a  cold 
fupper,  but  fuch  as  it  is — 

Tokay .  Oh  !  Madam  !  your  company  is  green 
peas  at  Chriftmas. 

Mrs .  Ver .  Oh  !  truce  with  compliments,  and 
fit  down  without  ceremony. 

Tokay.  How  many  jealous  ones  we  fihould 
make  now,  if  your  hufband,  and  our  wives, 
knew  of  this. 

Dim .  Come,  Ma’am,  fit. 


C  2 


GLEE. 
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GLEE. 


Our  wives  at  homey  your  hufband  gcneP 
To  them  leave  care  and  thinking  ; 
While  gaily  we  fhe  hours  pafs  on 
In  laughing  and  in  drinking . 

The  real  joys  of  love  are  jbaVd 
By  thofe  w-~o  are  dijcreetefi  ; 

And  her  As  his  he  a  ih  who  fir  (l  declared 
Stolen  pk  a  fares  are  the  fweetefi. 


(after  the  Glee  a  knocking.) 


Mrs .  Ver .  Hufh  ! 

Dim.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  V er.  Surely  feme  one  knocks. 

Tokay.  Do  you  expect  any  body  ? 

Mrs.  Ver .  Not  a  foul. 

Tokay .  Zounds !  I  hope  his  not  your  huh 

and. 


Mrs .  Ver  Oh  !  no. 

Dim  But  if  by  hazard  — 

Mrs .  Ver .  I  hardly  think  it — however,  in  that 
cafe  I  can  hide  you  in  this  room— but  don’t  con¬ 
cern  yeurfelves — It  can’t  be  him  ;  and  for  any 
body  eife.  I’ll  foon  fend  them  away — (She  juft 
looks 7  and  returns)  Heavens !  his  my  hufband  fure 

enough  ; 


A  COMIC  OPERA.  17 

enough;  I  would  not  have  him  fee  you  for  the 
world  ;  get  in,  get  in.  . 

Dim .  Stuff  us  in  any  where 
Mrs .  Ver .  If  I  can  I’ll  fend  him  out — Don’t 
ftir  for  your  lives — 

[They  go  into  the  room  on  the  right  hand, 
and  by  means  of  the  window,  are  in 
fxght  of  the  audience . 


SCENE  IT, 


#  %  # 

Mr.  Vermilion.  Mrs.  Vermilion. 


Ver.  Ah  !  wife;  you  ought  to  have  a  thou«»- 
fand  obligations  to  me — I  did  not  find  my  man — • 
and  tho’  it  was  fo  late,  I  was  determined  not  to 
lofe  a  moment — But  I  think  you  receive  me 
coldly. 

Mrs.  Ver.  No  love,  I  don’t — I  only— 

Ver.  Hey  !  what  the  devil’s  this  ?—  you  were 
going  to  have  good  cheer — a  pate  of  partridges! 
Three  covers  !  why,  who  the  devil  have  you 
invited  to  fupper  ? 

Tokay.  Zounds!  fhe’ll  never  draw  herfelf  out 
of  this  ferape. 

Dim.  Hufh  !  Hufii ! 

Mrs.  Ver.  Why,  my  dear — I— a  I  have — * 
afked  iome  ladies  to  fup  with  me. 

Ver.  Ay  !  who  ? 

*  C  3  Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Ter,  Why,  Mrs.  Tokay,  and  Mrs.  DU 
unity- 

•  Tokay.  Our  wives  ! 

Ver .  What,  our  two  handfome  neighbours  ? 

Mr s<  Ver.  Yes,  love  ;  and  I  wonder  they  don’t 
come — A  wifh  you’d  go  and  fetch  them. 

Ver •  My  foul,  there  is  nothing  I  would  not 
do  focner  for  thee,  than  walk. 

Mrs.  Ver.  Well,  his  but  a  ftep,  PH  go  my- 
felh 

Ver .  I  would  not  trouble  you*  but  I  am  fe 
tired  with  my  journey. 


SCENE  V, 


Mr.  Vermilion,  (Tokay  and  Dim .  hid.) 

Good  Heaven  !  how  fortunate— thou  little  di¬ 
vined,  my  fweet  wife,  what  a  fervice  thou  art 
going  to  do  me — I  fhall  fup  with  her  I  adore. 

Dim .  Do  you  hear  him,  Alderman  ?  he  fays 
he  fhall  fup  with  her  he  adores. 

Ver.  There  i  not  her  equal  in  the  world,  and 
my  love  is  like  her’s,  perfeft~fhe  is  more  majef- 
tic  than  Juno. 

Tokay .  Ay,  that’s  your  wife,  for  fhe  is  the 

mod  tailed. 

Ver.  More  willing  than  Io. 

Dim .  That\your’s. 

Ver .  More  lively  than  Sappho;  but,  to  my 
misfortune,  too  virtuous. 

Tokay . 
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*9 


Tokay .  Yes,  yes,  I  fancy  he  means  my  wife, 
indeed  ! 

Ter.  Heavens!  what  tranfport  !  what  tender, 
delightful  extafy,  to  prefs  her  panting,  yielding 
to  my  bofom — What  is  there  but  loves  make* 
our  lives  defirable. 


A  I  R. 


Love ,  to  thee  my f elf  I  give , 

In  thee  I  breathe ,  by  thee  I  movfy 
My  fleeting  hours ,  while  yet  I  live , 
To  thee  Jhall  be  devoted ,  love . 


arr/  the  charm  of  every  mind , 
young ,  the  oldy  thy  influence  prove  : 
Tender ,  jealousy  roving ,  kind , 

#//  happy ,  fo  we  love . 

II. 


In  ear  lief  youth  how  time  did  glide , 

Cloe  might  well  have  tempted  Jove9 
And  Iy  what  blifs  !  was  Clot's  pride  ; 

/  fung  thy  praijesy  love  ! 

A  fmile,  a  nothing  from  my  fairy 
I  priz'd  all  bleffings  far  above  ; 

/  knew  not  even  .he  name  oj  care9 

Nor  ought  but  thy  fweet  tra?ifportsy  love. 

Omitted 
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Omitted  in  the  reprefentaticn. 

III. 

*  When  ardour  dampt ,  youth  fball  he  paft^ 
*  From  fair  to  fair  fill  will  I  rove  \ 

*  And  from  this  moment  to  my  la (l, 

‘  Unfit*  d,.  ril  fmg  thy  praifes,  love  : 


*  Each  friend  in  this  fame  folly  fees 9 
(  Will  then  fuch  tranfports  thee  behove  P 
&  Love  !  when  thou  can* ft  no  longer  pleafe  £ 

*  What,  is  it  nothing  then  to  love  £ 

SCENE  VL 

Mr.  Vermilion,  Mrs.  Vermilion,  Mrs. 
Tokay,  and  Mrs.  Dimity.  (Tokay  and  DV 
tnity  concealed .) 

Ver.  Ah  l  I  am  charmed — How  d’ve  do,  La¬ 
dies  ? 

Mrs.  Tokay . 

Airs .  Dim. 

Ver .  Give  me  leave  to  embrace  you,  my  dear 
neighbour,  and  you,  Mrs.  D  imity. 

Mrs.  Dim.  Lord  !  how  you  kifs  one,  in 
deed  ! 

Tokay.  Why,  what  a  devil  of  a  fellow  it  is ! 
Ver .  Come,  wife,  we  mull  have  another  co¬ 
ver  Where’s  the  fervant  ? 

Mrs.  Ver .  I  have  given  her  leave  to  go  out. 

Ver .  What  exquifite  pleasure  to  pals  a  few 
hours  with  you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Dimity. 


|  How  d’ye  do,  Mr.  V  ermilion  ? 


Tokay* 
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Tokay .  My  dear  Mrs.  Dimity !  do  you  hear 
him  ? 

Ver.  Come,  wife,  let  us  fet  at  table. — How 
I  am  tranfported  to  fee  m;  tweet  Mrs.  Tokay  ! 

Dim .  Sweet  Mrs.  Tokay.  — Alderman,  do 
you  hear  hirn  ? 

Ver.  (Sitting  at  table.)  Never  was  happinefs 
equal  to  mine,  flatter’d  and  carefs’d  by  three 
charming  objects,  equally  amiable. 


GLEE. 


Young  Paris  was  blejl ,  jufl  as  I  am 
this  hour , 

Mrs.  Ver.  When  proud  Juno  offer'd  him  riches 

and  po  wer  ; 

Mrs.  Tok.  When  /lately  Minerva  of  war  talk'd 

and  arms , 

Mrs.  Dim.  Ik  hen  l  enus  to  conquer  him  pleaded  her 

charms. 

All.  Thefe  charms  won  the  prize— -What  an 

ideot  was  he  / 

The  apple  of  gold  I'd  have  parted  in 
three , 

And,  contenting  them  all  by  this  witty 

device. 


Mrs .  Ver. 
Mrs. Tok. 
Mrs .  Dim. 
Ver. 

All. 


Given  Juno , 

- — —  —  And  Pallas , 

— * - — - - — '—And  Venus, 

— — - - — — — - — — >A  Jice. 

Given  Juno ,  and  Pallas,  and  Venus , 
*  Jlice. 


Ver, 
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Ver.  An  admirable  thought. —Part  then,  my 
love,  between  you  in  the  fame  manner. 

Mrs .  Ver .  Lord,  Air.  Vermillion,  how  you 
do  rattle. 

Mrs .  Tok.  Oh  !  we  forgive  him. 

Per.  Well,  wife,  what  wine  do  you  give  us  ? 

Mrs .  Ver.  I  have  forgot  to  fetch  it. 

Ver.  Come,  get  it  then,  pray,  my  deai>— you 
feem  uneafy — Oh  !  I  know  what  it  is— the  has  to 
crofs  the  garden  in  her  way  to  the  cellar,  and  fhe 
is  afraid  of  fpirits. 

Mrs.  Ver.  Well,  Lord,  every  one  is  not  fo 
brave  as  you  are. — I  contefs  I’m  foolifh  enough 
to  have  this  abfurd  terror  fometimes. 

Mrs.  Tok.  Dear  Ma’am  !  I’ll  go  with  you. 

Tokay.  Why  does  not  he  go  himielf  ? 

Ver.  I  would  go  myfelf,  if  I  was  not  fo  exceed¬ 
ingly  tired. 

Dim.  What  a  devil  of  a  reafon  L 

Mrs.  Tokay.  Oh  1  we  don’t  want  you — Come* 
Mrs.  Vermilion — - 

\Mrs.  Vermilion  and  Mrs.  Tokay  go 
into  the  chamber  oppofite  to  that  in  which 
are  Tokay  and  Dimity-]  _ 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VII. 


Mr.  Vermilion,  and  Mrs.  Dimity  on  the 

(lage,  Tok.  and  Dim.  concealed  on  one  1iand% 

tind  Mrs .  Ver.  and  Mrs .  Tok.  on  the  other . 

Ver*  Ah  !  my  charming  Mrs.  Dimity. 

Mrs .  Dim .  Ah  !  Mr.  Vermilion. 

Ver .  Don’t  you  underftand  me  ? 

.Mr/*  Dim .  Alas  ! 

D/w.  What  the  devil  are  they  going  to  fay  tc 
one  another  ? 

Ver.  We  are  alone. 

Airs .  Dim .  Well  ! 

Tdr.  Permit  me  then,  heavenly  creature,  to 
feize  this  opportunity,  (attempting  to  kifs  her.) 

Tokay .  This  is  pretty  plain,  I  think,  neigh¬ 
bour  Dimity. 

Mr/.  Dim.  Pray  be  quiet. 

Ver.  Ceafe  then  the  fire  of  thofe  bewitching 
eyes,  thofe  fmiles,  thole  lips  like  rofes,  that  vo¬ 
luptuous  carnation  in  your  cheeks,  where  comely 
health  refides  ;  deprive  yourfelf  of  thefe  which 
feed  the  fire  of  my  tender  love. 

Mrs .  Dim.  Flattering  creature  ! 

Tokay.  Poor  Mailer  Dimity  ! 

Ver.  Heavens  1  how  beautiful  fhe  looks  ! — 
Come,  charming  creature,  let  us  not  lofe  this 

favourable 
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favourable  moment — ‘Believe  me,  never  was  love 
fo  ardent,  or  fo  faithful  as  mine, — you  anfwer 
nothing,— you  muft  not  deny  me. 

Mrs.  Dim .  Dear  me  you  are  fo  preffing— I 
am  all  in  a  flurry™;  muft  take  a  walk  in  the 
garden  to  recover  myfeif. 

Fer.  Do,  my  Angel.— I'll  conduct  you  to  a 
delicious  retreat,  where  the  iort  zephyr  alone 
fiiali  be  witnefs  to  our  love. 

Mrs .  Dim .  You  agreeable  devil,  you  ! 

Tokay .  What  do  you  think  of  this  ?  He  is  not 
tired  now  ? 


[Mr,  Ver.  and  Mrs .  Dim.  £0/72/0  the 
xhamber ,  where  are  Mrs .  Ver. 
itfr/.  Tokay. 


SCENE  VIII. 


Tokay  and  Dimity  cn  the  Stage. 


Dint .  They  are  gone  out,  let  me  pafs  you. 

Tokay.  Poor  neighbour  Dimity  ! 

Dim .  I’ll  fnip  the  fcoundrei’s  nofe  off ;  {follow¬ 
ing  them)  they  have  locked  the  door. 

Tokay .  Ha  !  ha !  this  brings  to  my  mind  an 
old  fong,  that  I  fometimes  give  ’em  at  the  meet¬ 
ing  of  the  livery,  I’ll  fing  it  you,  neighbour. 


AIR. 
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A  I  R. 

Curtis  was  old  Hodge’s  wife. 

For  vartue  none  was  ever  fnch  ; 

She  led  fo  pure  and  c  ha  fie  a  life , 

Flodge  faid  'twas  vartue  over  much  : 

For ,  Jays  fly  old  Hodge ,  fays  he. 

Great  talkers  do  the  leaf ,  d'ye  fee . 

Omitted  in  the  rcprefentation. 

II. 

*  Curtis  faid  if  men  were  rude, 

i  She'd  fcratch  their  eyes  out,  tear  their  hair  ; 

i  Says  Hodge,  I  b'lieve  thou'rt  wond'rous  goody 
*  However  let  us  nothing  fwear  ; 

<  For,  fays  fly  old  Hodge,  fays  he, 
i  Great  talkers  do  the  leaf,  d'ye  fee . 

III. 

One  flight  Jbe  dreamt  a  drunken  fool. 

Be  ru  de,  in  fpite  of  her ,  would  fain. 

She  makes  no  more,  but  with  joint  ftool. 

Falls  on  her  huJJjand  might  and  main  ; 

Still  Jays  fly  old  Hodge,  Jays  he. 

Great  ta.kers  do  the  leaf,  d'ye  fee . 

iv.  . 

By  that  time  foe  had  broke  his  nofe, 

Hodge  made  a  JhiJt  to  ’ wake  his  wife. 

Oh  !  Hodge,  fays  foe,  judge  by  thefe  blovJSy 
1  prize  tnv  vartue  as  my  life  : 

Still ,  fays  Jiy  old  Hodg  ;  fays  he. 

Great  talkers  do  the  leaf ,  d'ye  fee • 

D 


V. 
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V. 

1  dr e anil  a  rude  man  on  me*  fell. 

However  I  his  pro]  s  El  marred  ; 

Dear  wife ,  jays  Hodge ,  ’//*/  mighty  well , 
But  next  time  don't  kit  quite  fo  hard  : 
For,  fays  jiy  old  Hodge,  jays  he. 

Great  talkers  do  the  leaf  d'ye  fee. 


■Dim,  I  could  not  have  believed  it— my  wife* 
\vho  I  thought  the  pattern  card  of  virtue  ! 

/Tokay.  Women  are  frail,  neighbour!  women 
are  frail  ! 

Dim ,  Mr.  Alderman,  you  have  the  advan¬ 
tage,  but  if  it  had  been  your’s — 

Tokay .  :Mine !  No,  no,  Mr,  Dimity,  Mrs. 
Tokay  is  perhaps  the  moil  difcreet  matron  in  all 
the  ward  of  Portfoken — -But,  come,  bear  your 
cifgrace  like  a  man — let  us  fee — Zounds,  I’ll 
feize  tome  of  thefe  cakes,  if  Vis  only  to  fortify 
the  ftem&ch — And — (t-av — there  is  nothing  to 
drink — If  the  wine  was  but  come,  I’d  drink  the 
lady  and  gentleman  in  the  garden. 

Dim  ’Tis  cruel  in  you,  Alderman,  to  rip  up 
the  fubjech  in  this  manner. 

Tokay .  Hufh  !  hear  them.  Ictus  retire. 

D  ini .  Well,  I’u  few  up  my  mouth  for  a  little 
while — However,  I’ll  trim  them  \et,  before  I 
pur  the  workout  of  hand — [They  go  hack  to  their 
hiding  place .] 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  IX. 


Mr.  V'e  RM1LTOK,  and  Mrs,  Dimity,  and  af¬ 
terwards  Mrs.  Vermilion  and  Mrs^ To¬ 
kay. 


Mrs.  Dim .  Dear  me  !  what  fliall  I  do  ? 

Ver.  Don’t  cry  ;  believe  me,  my  refpe£lr 
and  caution  (hall  ever  equal  my  love. 

Mrs.  Dim.  If  my  hufband  fhould  know  it—- 

Ver .  How  can  he  know  it  ? — No,  believe 
me,  he’ll  carry  his  honours  as  contentedly  as 
the  beft. 

Dim.  My  honours!  there’s  a  fcoundrel  for 
you. 

Mrs.  Dim .  And  will  you  be  always  con- 
ftant?  />f 

Ver.  For  ever,  my  angel — Hu(h  !  here’s 
my  wife,  ana  Mrs.  Tokay. 

Mrs .  Ver.  So,  have  you  well  employed 
your  time  fince  we  have  been  gone  ? 

Ver.  If  to  he  wile,  is  to  profit  of  each  mo¬ 
ment,  we  have  well  employed  our  time,  I  af- 
fure  you. 

Tokay.  Yes,  yes,  that  we  can  witnefs  for 
them. 

Mrs.  Ver.  Here’s  the  wine. 

Ver.  Come,  ladies,  take  your  places. 
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*8  THE  WIVES  REVENGED  ^ 

4 Tokay .  I  fancy  we  fhall  be  here  fome  time. 
Come,  neighbour  Dimity,  eat  fome  of  this 
cake. 

Dim.  No,  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Alderman — I 
have  no  appetite. 

Ver .  Come,  Mrs.  Tokay,  take  care  of  your- 
felf~my  dear  Mrs.  Dimity,  what  makes  you 
fo  ferious  ?— Here’s  Mr.  Dimity’s  health  ;  he 
3s  a  man  I  like  ;  clever,  fenfible,  wrell  furnifh- 
cd,  here. — [ Pointing  to  his  forehead.] 

Dim.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  villain! 

* 

Ver .  Ladies,  let  us  drink  round,  and  then 
juppoie  we  fing  a  little  catch  to  put  us  in- fpi- 
rits. 

Mrs Tcrk.  With  all  my  heart  $  what  fhall 
it  be  ? 

Ver .  The  Wives  Revenged. 

Mrs .  TqL  Ha  l  ha  !  ha  ! 


CATCH. 


When  hujbands  from  their  duty  fray, 

V heir  wives  feould  be  reveng'd,  fome  way. 

Courage  then,  dames,  ncr  tncap  at  home. 
What  !  ft  and  cry,  and  let  them  roam . 

Your  honour's  wounded— rcufe— defend  it, 
And,  cuckold  them — or  elje  pretend  it. 

Ver.  Charming  !-— ravifhing  !  my  dear  Mrs. 
Dimity,  and  you,  beautiful  Mrs.  Tokay — how 

you 
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you  enchant  me — but  how’s  this,  wife  ? — but  one 
bottle  ? — Heavens  !  you  fhould  have  brought  half 
a  dozen  at  lead  ;  at  luch  a  delightful  fead  ought 
any  thing  to  be  fpared  ? 

1 Tokay .  Half  a  dozen  !— what  the  devil  are  we 
to  day  all  night  here  } 

Ver .  Come,  come,,  one  more  journey — lam 
forry  to  trouble  you,  and  I  confeis  ’trs  not  very 
polite,  but  I  am  dead,  and  can’t  dir  a  dep. 

Dim .  Oh!  theimpodor! 

Mrs .  Ver.  Come,  ladies,  which  of  you  will 
accompany  me  ? 

Mrs .  Dim .  Mrs.  Tokay  loves  walking. . 

Dim.  There,  there,  fhe  wants  to  day  with  * 
him  again — the  vixen  ! 

Mrs.  Tok.  No,  Ma’am  !  you  fhall  baye  your-- 
turn  as  well  as  me. 

Dim.  Hang  my  buttons  now  if — 

Mrs ,  Dim .  With  all  mv  iieart. — Come,  Mrs„- 
Vermilion, 


s  C  E  N  E  .  X* 


Ver.  and.  Mrs.  Tok.  on  the  flage,  Tok;  and  ? 
Dim.  concealed' on  one  fide>  and  Mrs.  V^JU- 
tnd  Mrs. Tok.  ok  the  other . 

Mrs.  T okay .  Are  you  not  adumed,  Sir,,  to  lcck- 
me  in  the  face  ? 

Ver.  Why,  Madam  ? 

MrJ'-ToL  Why,  Sir  ? — Do  you  think  if  youp- 
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wife  was  infenfible  to  your  behaviour,  it  would 
pafs  upon  me  ? — No,  Sir,  not  one  leer,  nor  whif- 
per  efcaped  me. 

Ver.  Ha  1  ha !  ha  !  jealous  by  all  that’s  charms 
ing. 

Mrs .  Tokay .  Jealous  ! — no,  Sir,  my  love  is  not 
alarmed,  ’tis  my  pride  that’s  hurt — Mrs. Dimity, 
indeed  !  I’H  Mrs.  Dimity  her  ;  to  leave  me  for 
fuch  a  Gill-flirt. 

Dim .  Why,  Alderman,  how’s  this  ? 

Tokay .  Why,  really,  I  don’t  know. 

Mrs.  Tokay.  You  know,  the  firfl  time  I  was 
weak  enough  to  liften  to  you,  was  at  my  Lord 
Mayor’s  ball— You  danced,  you  enchanted  me, 
and  while  my  dear  good  Mr.  Tokay  was  getting 
himfelf  into  a  ftate  of  intoxication,  with  his  own 
champaign,  you  looked,  and  perfuaded,  and 
fwore  yourfelf  into  my  afre&ions— and  now — I 
could  cry  my  eyes  out. 

Ver .  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this-— you  are 
as  dear  to  me  as  ever.  Let  us  not  then  lofe  the 
moments  in  frivolous  conversation — rather  let  me 
lead  you  where  filence  and  the  night  lhall  hide 
thofe  raptures — 

Mrs.  Tokay .  Heaven’s  !  you  were  born  to 
perfuade  me— And  don’t  you  love  that  creature 

at  all  ? 

Ver.  Hew  can  you  do  yourfelf  the  injuftice 
to  think  fo  ?  I  was  piqued  at  your  late  coolnefs, 
and  fo  put  on  all  this  to  try  if  your  affeftion  was 
as  ftreng  as  ever. 

Mrs.  Tokay.  Is  it  poflible  ? 

Ver .  You  know7  it  is—  Come,  lofe  no  time  ! 

[They  go  off  fo  Mrs*  Ver  t  and  Mrs.  Tokay. 
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S  C  E  N  E  XI. 

Tokay  and  Dimity  on  the  Stage . 

Tokay .  Zounds  !  I’m  ftruck  as  dumb  as  as 
oyfter. 

Dim .  Why,  Alderman  !  I  thought  your  wife 
was  the  mod  dilcreet  matron  of  all  the  ward  of 
Portfoken. 

Tokay .  A  dauber  of  canvas  to  make  a  cuckold 
of  an  Alderman  ? 

Dim.  Come,  come,  ’tis  fome  comfort  that 
you  are  not  out  of  work  any  more  than  me. 

Tokay.  A  damn’d  plaifterer  of  train  oil,  and 
yellow  oker  ! 

Dim.  Stay,  have  I  never  a  fnip  of  a  fong 
now  that  will  fuit  you  ? 

air. 

*  * 

•  •  .  - 

Majler  Jenkins  fmoked  his  pipe , 

And  /wore  he' d  ne^er  be  married , 

But  ’ gain ft  each  hujband  threw  fome  wipe3 
Or  dry-jefl  dr  oily  carried. 

Mafer  Jenkins  thought  a  wife 
The  greatejl  mortal  evil , 

And  f  wore,  to  lead  a  hufiand’s  lifej 
Mujl  be  the  very  devil . 

II. 

% 

Majler  Jenkins  fmoked  his  pipe , 
dt  home ,  content ,  and  married  ; 

Re gar  die fs  of  each  fneer  or  wipe3 
Or  dryfejl  dr  oily  carried; 

Ma/ler 
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Matter  Jenkins  fwore,  a  wife 
Was  not  fo  great  an  evil ; 

And  any  but  a  hufband' s  lifey 
IV us  now  the  very  devil . 


IIL 

Matter  Jenkins  fmoked  his  pipe , 

And  had  been  fome  months  married * 

Severely  now  he  pelt  each  wipe> 

For  horns  the  poor  man  carried  : 

Mafer  Je?ikins  curs'd  his  wife , 

And  fvjore  of  fuch  an  evil 
5V  get  well  quit y  he  d  part  vjith  Hfe> 

Or  fend  her  to  the  devil*. 

But  women  are  frail,  neighbour  f — Women  are 
frail  ! — Come,  Alderman,  will  you  eat  any  of 
this  cake  ?  ( drinks )  Here’s  the  Lady  and  Gentle¬ 
man  in  the  garden—  but,  zounds,  I  hear  them* 
let  us  retire — ( both  retire ) 


SCENE  XIL 


Vermilion  and  Mrs.  Tokay,  and  afterwards 
Mrs,  Vermilion  and  Mrs.  Dimity. 

Mrs.  'Tok .  Heavens  flam  undone  ! — -ruin’d  ? 
Vcr.  I  teli  you*  my  love,  they  did  not  fee  us. 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Tok.  You  aremiftaken,  and  that  mali¬ 
cious  Mrs.  Dimity— 

Ver. ;  Hufh  !  they  are  here. 

Mrs .  Ver .  Your  fervant,  Madam,  I  mufl  give 
up  my  place  to  you,  I  find. 

Mrs.  Dim.  Yej,  Madam,  you  did  not  Aide 
out  of  the  little  fummer-houfe  fo  cunningly,  «#ut 
that  we  faw  you. 

Mrs.  Tok.  What  do  you  mean,  Ladies  ? 

Ver.  I  can’t  perceive  what  they,  would  be  at 
• — This  Lady  has  never  ftirred  from  hence,  I  af- 
fure  you,  all  the  time  you  have  been  gone. 

Mrs.  Ver .  All  this  is  mighty  well.  Sir,  but 
•  we  part  to-morrow. 

Mrs.  Dim.  Yes,  indeed  !  I  wonder  how  fhe 
has  the  impudence  to  look  Mrs.  Vermilion  in  the 
face  ! 

Ver.  Well,  Ladies,  fince  you  are  determin’d 
upon  quarrelling,  you  had  better  wifh  one  another 
good  night.  If  you’ll  give  me  leave,  I’ll  fee  you 
home. 

Mrs.  Dim  No,  I  won’t  befeen  in  her  Com¬ 
pany. 

Mr.  Ver.  Madam,  whatever  your  delicacy 
may  be  injur’d  at,  as  it  is  dark,  you  had  better, 
I  think,  take  this  opportunity  of  guarding  your- 
felf  from  danger. 

Mrs.  Dim.  Well,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
fince  no  one  will  fee  us  together — good  night  to 
you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Vermilion — 1  am  fure  I  pity 
you. 

[Mr.  Vermilion,  Mrs.  Tokay,  and 
Mrs.  Dimity,  retire  to  the  chamber. 
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S'  C  E  JT  E  xm. 


Mrs.  VermiIiok,  Tokay,  0;j4  Dimity  tn 

the  Stage., 


Tokay.  Dear  Ma’am  !  revenge  yourfelf, 

( on  his  knees) 

Dim  Do,  Ma’am,  (on*  his  knees.)  my  devil 
of  a  wife*  for  all  her  demure  looks,  has  tore  a 
hole  in  my  coat,  as  large  as  that  in  the  Alder¬ 
man’s. 

Tokay .  Upon  my  knees  I  Entreat  of  you. 

Dim .  And  fo  do  r  upon  mine — ’tis  the  only 
way  to  repair  the  rent  in  your  reputation. 


SCENE  the  LAST. 
All  the  Characters. 


rf:,7L.  } Ha !  h> !  *  < 

Mrs.  Dim .  How  !  this  my  dearee  ? 

Mrs.  Tok*  What  do  I  fee,,  the  Alderman  ! 

Dim . 
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Tokay.  Yes,  Ma’am,  but  not  fo  contented  as 
you  may  imagine. 

Dim.  And  forme,  Ma’am,  1  fhall  not  quietly 
wear  my  honours,  whatever  that  gentleman  may 
think  of  the  matter. 

Mrs.  Tok.  I  don’t  underfland  you. 

Tokay.  What,  you  know  nothing  of  the  fum- 
mer  houfe  ? 

Dim.  No,  I  warrant  ^them,  pretty  creatures* 
nor  of  the  garden,  the  jealoufy,  the  carnation  in 
the  cheeks,  the  intoxication,  the  zephyr,  and  the 
Lord  Mayor’s  ball. 

Ver .  Hark  ye,  Mr.  Alderman  Tokay,  and 
Mr  Deputy  Dimity,  never  go  a  poaching  again 
on  other  peoples  grounds,  for  fear  they,  in  your 
abfence,  fhould  take  it  in  their  heads  to  beat  up 
the  game  about  your’s. 

Mrs.  Ver.  Come,  ’tis  I  who  muft  explain  all 
this — You  have  both  had  the  arrogance  to  make 
love  to  me  ;  and  the  fummer  houfe,  your  com¬ 
ing  here  to  fupper,  and,  in  fhort,  all  that  has 
parted,  was  only  a  laugh  at  your  expence,  and 
you  may  thank  your  ftars  you  are  no  w ode  off. 

Tokay .  Neighbour  Dimity,  we  cut  a  good  fi¬ 
gure  here. 

Dim.  Yes,  for  this  is  the  cafe,  all  our  work’s 
returned  upon  our  hands. 

Mrs.  Ver.  Come,  come,  the  be  ft  thing  you 
can  do,  is  to  beg  pardon  of  your  wives.,  to  whom 
I’ll  be  an  advocate  for  you. 

Mrs .  Tok.  To  fhew  you  what  good  creatures 
we  are,  they  have  their  pardon,  even  before  they 
alk  it. 

Ver.  Generoufly  done— and  now  let  us  fit 
down,  and  forget  all  animofities  over  a  bottle  of 
the  Alderman’s  Tokay. 
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AIR. 

Mrs.  Tokay. 

%Twixt  hufband  and  Wife ,  there*  s  an  end  of  all 

quarrels , 

' The  battle  is  fought ,  and  the  victory  is  ours\ 

The  wives  have  the  day9  and  a  fo^efl  of  laurels , 

Like  Cap* s  alamode ,  on  our  temp.es  now  towers , 
Tet  tho *  we  return  jrom  the  field  fo  victorious  9 
Where  courage  refides — always  pity  Jbould  live 9 
And  vsarriors  to  j till  make  their  cotiquefts  more 
glorious , 

The  enemy  vanquifh*  dy  forget  and  forgive* 

T  Mrs.  Dimity. 

Henceforth  I  return  t-o  my  former  odedience , 

Which ,  aloney  in  a  wife ,  real  kindnefs  fecures  ; 
I  acknowledge y  and  take  on*t  the  oaths  of  allegiance , 
Tou*ll  reign  King  of  my  hearty  while  Pm  Queen 
of  your*  s. 

Many  wives  tho *  had  paid  you  in  kind y  thus  induced 
to*t. 

Taking  care ,  every  hour9  a  fine  life  you  fhould  live  ; 
With  hicK' ring  aed  taunts — but  *tis  o'er9  and  a 
truce  to*  t  y 

Whatever  if  pa ft ,  Pll  forget  and  for give . 

Mrs.  Vermilio  n. 

And  now ,  if  Jo  far  you  have  heard  us  thus  he  Cl  or , 
*Twas  only  ?  believe  me9  that  each  play* d  her  part 
For  our  fear,  lejl  the  critics  fijould  read  us  a  leffure, 
Is  a  certain  conviction  we* re  women  at  heart . 

Tho*  our  hufbands  we*ve  tam* d,  for  the  Piece  we* ve 
our  terms y 

Let  what  'merits  you  findy  in  your  memory  live , 
Hay y  lei  kindnefs  augment  them — but  as  for  our 
error Sy 

We  humbly  intreat  you  forget  and  forgive* 

THE  END. 
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A  View  near  IVandjworth. 

t  1  * 

»  •  •*  M  ••  r  •  f  , 

l  i  •  r  «  ►  »t 

The  Door  of  an  Ale-houfe,  a  Table,  Bowls,  GlaHes, 
Pipes,  Tobacco,  &c.  At  the  Table  are  fitting  Blen¬ 
heim  y  Lively ,  Flint ,  Rifleman ,  Hone ,  Thicket ,  Plunder , 
Birch,  and  Latitat . 


GLEE. 


.i  > 


SwEETLY,  fweetly,  let’s  enjoy 
The  fmiling  moments  made  for  love  ; 

And  while  we  clafp  the  dimpled  boy, 

The  glafs  to  you,  to  you  /half  move. 

And  drinking,  laughing,  jetting  neatly. 

The  time  fhall  pals  on  fweetly — fweetly. 
Love  s  arrows,  dipp’d  in  rofy  wine, 

To  the  charm’d  heart  like  lightning  pafs  ; 
And  Mars  feels  tranfport  more  divine, 

When  fmiling'  Venus  fills  his  glafs. 


Li  v  e. 
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Live.  That’s .. right  mylads— we  may  boaft  and  chat¬ 
ter  oT  our  prowelTesETutTove  is  the  onTy  goal  for  which 
we  dart  upon  the  courfe  of  honour — without  love  our 
laurels  would  be  but  in  a  wither’d  condition ;  and  Ell 
beti  all  me  world  to  a  corn  of  powder,  that  he  goes 
neared  to  the  mouth  of  the  cannon,  who  has  fome  mif- 
trefs  to  brag. of  his  exploits  to  when  he  returns  home. 
i  fti  nt.,  Bravo,  Lively— you  and  the  old.  fon'g  fay 
the  very  fame  thing.  Give  it  us  my  boy. 

Live.  With  all  my  heart;  in  the  mean  time,  take 
care  of  this  old  gentleman  here. 


Brother  foldiers  why  cad  down? 

j 

Never,  boys,  be  melancholy : 

You  fav  our  lives  are  not  our  own, 

But  therefore  iliould  we  not  be  jol)v  ? 


This  poor  tenement  at  bed 
Depends  on  fickle  chance.  Mean  while 
Drink,  laugh,  and  ling  ;  and  for  the  reft, 
Weil  boldly  brave  each  rude  campaign; 
Secure,  if  we  return  again, 

Our  pretty  landlady  fhall/rnile.  * 


Fortune  hi's  life,  and  yours  commands. 
And  this  moment,  fhould  it  pleafe  her. 
To  require  it  at  your  hands, 

You  can  but  die,  and  fo  did  Csefar, 


Our  fpan,  though  long,  .-were  little  worth,  ‘ 

Did  we  not  time  with  joy  beguile ; 

Laugh  then,  the  while  you  ftay  on  earth.  - 
And  boldly  brave,  &c. 

•  V  •  '  !  • 

III 

' —  — ■  j  __  ±  m  k  -  *  *  -  *  - 

Life’s  a  debt  w.e  all  mud  pay,  .  . 

’Tis  fo  much  pleasure  which  we  borrow, 

Nor  heeds,  •  if  on  a  didant  day 
It  is  demanded,  or  to-morrow. 

The 
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The  bottle  fays  we’re  tardy  grown ; 

Do  not  the  time  and  liquor  fpoil  ; 

Laugh  out  the  little  life  you  own. 

And  boldly,  &c. 

Flint.  Thank  ye,  Lively ;  thank  you. — Come,  old 
gentleman — fay  here’s  to  you. 

Plum,  (to  Rifleman)  Why,  lord,  I  tell  you, 
they  knows  no  more  about  the  refpeft  cue  to  us  Gen¬ 
tlemen  Soldiers — why  damme  they  thinks  us  fit  for  no¬ 
thing  but  a  cat-o’-mne-tails,  and  to  be  hired  out  and 
fhot  at  for  five  pence  a  day. 

Rif.  Why  that’s  true,  as  you  fay,  Plunder;  but 
then  who  have  we  to  thank  for  it  ?— our  fuperiors— 
Merit  is  not  rewarded — Come,  mv  lads,  here’s  confufi- 
on  to  the  find  inventor  of  jumping  over  heads.  For  my 
part,  I  fay  little  ;  but  if  I  had  been  rewarded  as  I  ought, 
for  my  behaviour  in  that  there  fcrimmage! — Why  now 
I  fuppofe  you  have  heard  of  poor  old  Blenheim. 

Live.  Heard  of  him! — he  is  one  of  the  difgraces  of 
his  country.  There  is  no  general  to  whom  I  wouldpay 
more  refpeft;  defc ended  from  an  antient  family,  he  in¬ 
herited  only  a  brown  mulket ;  and  after  having  diftin- 
guifhed  himfelf  in  mod  of  the  Great  Duke  of  Marlbo¬ 
rough’s  wars,  with  a  bravery,  the  admiration  of  every 
one,  is,  at  the  age  of  fixty-five,  nobly  rewarded  by  a 
brevet  for  Chelfea  Hofpital,  whither,  I  am  told,  he  is 
now  on  his  way,  and  where  his  wife,  a  wafher-woman, 
and  his  daughter  a  feamftrefs,  are  waiting  his  arrival. 

Plun.  Poor  old  Blenheim!  why  do  you  think  if  as 
how  I  had  been  a  general,  and  Blenheim  had  ferved 
under  me,  that  I  would  have  broke  his  poor  old  heart, 
by  putting  a  parcel  of  boys  before  him,  becaufe  one 
was  my  Lord  this  thing’s  footman,  and  t’other  carried 
iny  Lady  that  thing’s  lap  dog—-. 

Thlck.  Why  to  be  fure  there  mull  be  fomething 
wrong  going  on  ;  but  for  my  part,  if  they  did  not  tax 
dogs,  and  horfes,  and  fervants,  and  enclofe  commons, 
they  might  do  what  they  pleafed,  for  ought  I  cared. 
What  do  you  fay,  old  Pedagogue? 


Birch. 
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Birch.  Why,  Squire,  I  fay  what  I  have  faid  a  hun¬ 
dred  times,  that  your  great  people  fhould  allbe  fent  to 
fchool.  -  T 

Lat.  Why  to  be  fure,  if  they  would  fue  out  a  writ 
of  difcretion,  and  join  iffiie  with  common  fenfe,  they 
would  be  more  likely  to  get  a  favourable  verdift  from 
their  country — en’t  I  right,  mailer  Barber  ?, 

H  o  n  e.  Why  1  11  tell  you  what— I  thinks  if  as  why  I 
may  fpeak  the  truth,  that  we  are  all  of  us  fliaved  too 
clofe.  '  •  ;  . 

N  ,  .  J  »-*  •,  '  -  " 

Plun.  You  think,  old  Periwig! — for  me,  if  I  was 
commanding  officer  about  and  concerning  the  affairs  of 
this  nation,  every  rank  and  file  fhould  be  made  either 
colonel  or  general. 

Live.  Come,  come,  you  are  too  violent;  thofe  at 
the  head  of  affairs  know’  when  and  how  to  manage  mat¬ 
ters  a  devilifh  deal  better  than  you  can  dictate  to  them. 

Plun.  Manage  matters!,  why  I  tell  you  their  pro¬ 
motions  are  intereft,  th.eir  manoeuvres  ignorance  and 
their  camps  parties  of  pleafure. 

Been.  Ha!  ha!  haf  -  .•  /•  * 

Li  v,e;.  You  feem,  my  old  friend,  to  find  fomething 
pleafant  in  our  converfation.. 

Bleu.  Pleafant !— Pardon  me,  Sir,  not  very  plea¬ 
sant,  but  light  and  airy  as  may  be  expected  at  your 
time  iof  life — You  feem  to  govern  the  nation  over  your 
bottle,  and  to  amend  the  ftate  and  legiflature  at  every 
bumper:  you  contend  that  others  are  neglected;  that 
you  are  negle&ed  yourfelves.  This  is  a  partial  evil 
not  to  be  lamented  ;  and  if  you  are  foldiers,  you  ought 
to  be  afhamed  of  fueh  paltry  confederations. 

Li  vj',  In  your  days,  my  friend,  this  might  be. good 
doctrine  for  aught  I  know  ;  but  now  the  cafe  is  altered, 
.and  every  man  thinks  only  of  his  awn  intereft. 

Blen.  So  much  the  worfe  ;  and  if  the  cafe  is  alter- 
•  ed,  you  are  properly  requited;  negledt  ought  to  be 
.your  portion., 

Live.  How’s  this — do  you  infult  us  in  return  for 
our  hofpitality  ? 

Blen.  Far  from  it ;  I  deal  with  you  as  a  friend,  and 
pay. you  with  honefl:  truth  for  the  ilielter  you  afford  me. 
'  Live. 
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Live.  There  is  fomething  like  wifdom  in  your  re- 
Tiiarks,  old  gentleman,  but  mix’d,  J  think,  with  rather 
too  much  fpleen.  T  his  public  fpirit,  which  vou  re¬ 
quire,  is  certainly  a  virtue,  but  by  no  means  a  duty. 

Bl  e  n.  In  your  ftation  ’tis  a  duty — the  very  founda¬ 
tion  of  every  military  virtue. — Vs  hoever  dedicates  him- 
felf  to  the  fervice  of  his  country,  iliould  confider  his 
country  unable  to  requite  his  fervicesj  for  in  fact, 
that  which  he  devotes  to  the  public  good,  is  above  all 
price. — No  mere  of  thefe  complaints  then — 5 1  is  una¬ 
voidable  in  counties  like  ours,  that  bravery  rmift  fome- 
times  fall  into  negledt,  otherwrfe  there  would  be  no 
fubordination  ;  for  how  could  you  reward  as  you  ought 
an  Englifh  army,  unlefs  every  one  could  command  in 
chief?  *  >  ,  ’  *  e 

Live.  And  pray  who  are  you  that  talk  to  us  in  that 
ftile  ?  ^ 

Bl'en.  Blenheim. 

All.  Blenheim! - 

Blen.  Blenheim — that  poor  old  Chelfea  Penfioner, 
for  whom  but  now  you  feemed  to  have  fo  much  com¬ 
panion.  *  • .  ,  :•••/. 

Live,  ^\nd  can  you  who  have  been  treated  fo  un¬ 
gratefully,*  inculcate  the  principles  of  public  virtue, 
and  difinterefted  love  of  our  country  ? 

Blen.  From  whom  then  do  you  expect  to  hear  your 
duty — from  thefe  gentlemen,  who  never  faw  fire  but  in 
the  corner  of  a  chimney?  Tis  true  I  have  been 
wrong’d,  negle<5ted,‘  taken  up,  imprifoned,  accufed  of 
violating  the  King’s  rights,  in  the  very  moment  I  pro¬ 
tected  them,  and  that  by  the  very  man  whofe  life  I  fa- 
ved  in  battle,  he  who  is  pofFeffed  of  a  confiderable  place 
in  the  revenues,  while  I  am  groveling  in  this  abject  con¬ 
dition  ;  but  what  fignifies  all  this  ?■  the  actions  of  mv  life 
may  be  effaced  from  the  memory  of  a  Court,  but  the 
memory  of  mankind  will  be  ’more  retentive,  and  if  it 
fhould  not,  I  have  the  confcious  remembrance,  and  that 
is  fufficient. 

Thick.  A  queer  old  codger  this-! — Come  mv  ho¬ 
ne  It  fellows  ;  I  believe  the  (kittle  pins  'wait  for  us  ; 

good 
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good  bye  old  rugged  and  tough,  we’ll  come  and  fmoke 
a  pipe  with  you  at  Chelfea. 

Plund.  Come,  Lively,  let  us  go  and  fee  what  re¬ 
cruits  we  can  pick  up  at  Wandfworth  Fair. 

It  v  e,  March  on,  Corporal. 

G  L  E  E. 

With  mingled  found  of  drum  and  fife, 

We  follow  the  recruiting  life  ; 

And  as  we  march  through  every  fair 
Make  girls  admire  and  bumkins  ftare. 

With  bumpers  full  we  ply  Sir  Clown, 

Or  elfe  produce  the  well-tim’d  crown ; 

And  lifting  firft  the  fturdy  elves. 

We  gain  their  fweethearts  for  ourfelves. 

Blenheim  and  Lively.. 

Live,  Now  they  are  gone,  how  can  I  ferve  you— 
do  you  want  money  ? 

Blen.  No  ypung  man,  I thank  thee,  I  have  where 
withal  to  conduct  me  to  mv  laft  retreat.  ‘ 

Li  ve.  What !  a  retreat  for  fuch  merit ! — It  makes 
me  look  with  horror  on  my  country,  and  blulh  for  eve¬ 
ry  drop  of  blood  I’ve  fpiit  in  her  caufe. 

Bl  e  n.  For  fhame!  diftinguifh  better;  my  wrongs — 

Live,  Are  a  fcandal  to  the  nation ;  and  by  Heaven 
Fd  ftrangle  the  villian. 

Ble  n.  My  poor  lad  !  thy  compaflion  is  folly  !  when 
thou  fhalt  have  ftrangled  all  the  world,  will  it  give  me 
the  ufe  of  this  arm,  or  make  me  a  day  younger  ? 

Live.  No — but  it  would  teach  fuch  mifcreants 
how  to  ufe  others. 

Bl  e  n.  And  by  what  title  do  you  pretend  to  execute 
my  revenge  ? — Have  I  transferred  to  you  a  right  I  do 
not  myfelf  poftefs  r — No,  my  good  young  man  !• — -If  I 
would  have  revenged  myfelf,  half  a  regiment  would 
have  deferted  under  my  command  ;  but  I  am  refigned 

to 
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to  my  fate  *  imitate  my  example,  and  allow  me  to  be 
a  judge  of  what  is  right  and  honourable. 

Live.  At  lea  ft  point  me  out  your  enemies  that  I 
may Jiate  them. 

Blen.  Nay,  let  your  children  hate  them,  letihem 
imbibe  from  their  very  infancy  a  deteftation  for  -them. 

Live.  They  fhall — who  are  they  ? 

Blen.  The  enemies  of  my  country. 

;  »  .  *  y 

:  AIR.  ■ 

t 

If  deep  thy  poignard  thou  would’ft  drench. 

In  blood,  to,  venge  old  Blenheims  woes 
My  enemies,  bov,  are  the  French , 

And  all  who  are  my  country’s  foes. 

Shall  I  receive  an  added  day 

Of  life,  when  crimes  your  name  fhall  brand? 

No,  never  let  detraction  fay, 

That  virtue  arm’d  a  murderer's  hand. 

/ 

Of  anger  then,  nofmgle  breath, 

Refpire  for  my  poor  fake — but  ftnc.e 
You've  fpirit  to  encounter  death, 

Die  for  your  country,  and  your  prince. 

’  •  •  *  . 9  ,  •  t  •  *'  *  * 

J  fv 

Lj  v  e  l  y  and  Plunder, 

/ 

Plun.  Come,  ferjeant,  the  men  are  all  expecting 
vou  ;  there  are  a  fine  parcel  of  raw  country  fellows, 
and  one  animating  fpeech  at  the  drum  head  makes 
them  our  own,  my  boy. 

Live.  Plunder,  can  we  fpare  one  of  the  men  to  con¬ 
duct  old  Blenheim  to  Chelfea  ? 

Plun.  Fire  old  Blenheim,  we  have  no  time  to  con- 
fider  about  invalids. 

Live.  Come,  Plunder,  thou  art  an  honed:  fellow  ; 
thy  fortune  has  a  limiiitude  to  mine  ;  the  only  differ¬ 
ence  is,  thou  ran’ft  away,  and  took  up  a  muiket  after 
ruining  a  poor  old  mother,  whilft  I  entered  in  the 
guards,  after  being  turn’d  out  of  dcor?  by  a  rich  old 
father. 
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Plun.  Well,  lad,  what  of  this? 

Live.  I’ll  tell  thee  what  of  this,  as  thou  art  my  Py- 
lades,  I  muft  needs,  entruft  thee  with  my  fecrets  I 
love  this  old  fellow  j  nay,  more,  I  love  his  daughter. 
Plun.  Oh,  oh,  you  do? 

Live.  Ay,  you  rogue,  and  I  have  fome  reafon  to  be-* 
lieve  I  am  not  altogether  difagreeable  to  her. 

Plun.  And  do  you  expert  governor  Lively  will  ever 
confent  that  his  fon  fhould  marry  the  daughter  of  an  old 
Chelfea  Penfioner? 

Live.  If  he  does  not,  Pll  difcardhim,  as  he  has  me 
and  chufe  the  old  Chelfea  Penfioner  as  the  beft  father 
of  the  two ; — but,  however,  I  am  not  Without  hopes 
thou  know’ft  what  a  perfect  veneration  my  father  has 
for  every  military  relidt,  and!  think,  if  I  was  to  throw 
myfelf  at  his  feet,  plead  Blenheim, s  caufe  and  my  own 
at  the  fame  time,  I  could  get  the  old  invalid  a  good 
employ  myfelf  re-inftated  into  his  favour,  and  thee  a 
commiiTion. — Come  along, — I’ll  firft  to  my  duty,— that 
difcharged,  I’ll  fly  to  comfort  my  Nancy,  and  then  to 
throw  myfelf  at  the  feet  of  my  father. 

Jew’s  Row,  Chelfea,  with  a  poor  looking  Houfe  in  the 
Front*  Lapftone  is  working  in  a  Stall  underneath  the 
Window  ;  Eft  her  is  ironing  within-fide,  the  Window 
open  and  Nancy  fits  on  a  Bench  at  the  Door  making  a 
Shirt. 

TRIO. 

Neighbour,  neighbour, 

Work  away ; 

W hat  like  labour ; 

Makes  us  gay  ? 

The  world  is  fad. 

It  knows  not  why  ; 

Your  poets  in  rhimes, 

May  rail  at  the  times ; 

But  fince  they’re  fo  bad, 

And  no  cure’s  to  be  had, 

?Tis  better  to  laugh  than  to  cry. 

But 
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But  look* behind. 

And  you  /Hall  find 

For  one  poor  pleafure,  plagues  a  (core ; 

Nor  is,  1  fear. 

One  whit  mote  clear 

The  profpeft  fhould  you  look  before; 

Then  far  beyond  blind  fortune’s  power, 

Live  and  enjoy  the  prefent  hour. 

Laps.  Why,  Miftrefs  Efther,  your  good  man  mak#§ 
it  rather  late  ;  it  begins  to  draw  towards  the  heel  of  the 
evening.,  t 

Es.  I  wonder,  indeed,  he  does  not  come;  tho’  to  fay 
the  truth,  1  am  glad  he  (laid  till  I  had  done  my  iron¬ 
ing,  for  if  I  get  the  money  where  I  am  to  carry  home 
thefe  things,  we’ll  have  a  comfortable  bit  of  fomething 
for  fupper.  * 

Laps.  So  we  will,  Mrs.  Efter.  I  am  fure  I  fhall 
make  one  with  more  pleafure  than  ever  I  did  at  a  feaft 
upon  St.  CYifpin’s  day  ;  befides,  who  knows,  if  we 
fhould  wax  mejry,  but  the  thread  of  our  difcourfe  may 
turn  upon  my  love  for  Mifs  Nancy  ; — dear  me,  I  fhould 
be  at  home  to  a  peg. 

Est.  I’ll  fpeajk  a  good  word  for  thee,  neighbour 
Lapftone,  never  fear — what  doll  thou  fay,  daughter, 
to  our  old  friend  ? 

Nan.  Indeed,  mother,  his  being  our  old  friend  is  no 
very  ftrong  recommendation  to  me. 

Est.  No,  I  warrant  you,  you  can’t  get  your  fine  fer- 
jeant  out  of  your  head  ; — one  would  imagine  your  mo¬ 
ther’s  example  was  enough  to  frighten  you  from  ever 
thinking  of  a  red  coat. 

Nan.  lam  fure,  mother,  I  have  heard  you  fay  a 
hundred  times,  that  with  all  your  troubles,  you  could 
live  the  fame  life  over  again  for  the  love  of  my  father. 

Est.  Sol  could,  child,  fo  I  could,  and  be  happy 
enough  in  the  main  ;  I  can  fafelv  fwear,  in  all  our 
marches,  duftings,  and  famifhings,  a-bed  early,  a-bed 
late,  I  never  was  the  woman  that  faid  a  crofs-grain’d 
word  to  him. 

Nan.  What  makes  you  fo  averfe  then  to  my  parti¬ 
ality  for  thor  ferjeant  ? 

. .  -  B  2 
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Est.  Why,  child,  ’tis  all  along  of  his  father  that 
we  have  been  brought  to  misfortunes. 

Lars.  Yes,  Mifs,  I  do  aiTure  you  his  very  true; 
when  Penfioner  Malplaquet  came  yefterday  to  have 
his  fhoe  heel-tapped,  for  his  tore  out  already  though 
he  has  had  it  but  five  months  ;  however,  that’s  not  very 
marvellous i  the  Contractors  give  the  poor  PerToners 
bad  beer,  or  any  thing  now  a-days;  a  fault  fomewhere 
to  be  fure  there  is;  1  wifh  it  could  be  enquired  out — 
'  but,  as  I  was  a  faying,  Penfioner  Malplaquet  knows  the 
good  looking  young  Serjeant  that  comes  after  you— -you 
knows  who  I  mean,  he  that  makes  me  prick  my  fingers 
.with  my  awl  fo  often  for  vexation.  And  he  fays  that 
he  is  the  only  chiid  of  Governor  Lively :  now,  Gover¬ 
nor  Lively  is  the  gentleman  thal  was  the  caufe  how  and 
confarning  your  father’s  being  taken  up  for  a  fmugger. 

Est.  And  what  a  barbarous  villain  he  muft  be, 
when  all  the  world  knows  your  father  loft  the  ufe  of  his 
arm  by  faving  the  old  rogue’s  life  at  the  battle  of  Fon- 
tenoy,? 

Nan.  Then  make  yourfelf  eafy,  mother,  for  the 
author  of  any  misfortune  to  my  father  fhall  never  im- 
prefs  me  with  one  favourable  fentiment. 

Est.  How  prettily  fhe  talks  it,  neighbour. 

Laps.  Sharp  as  a  pairing-knife. 

Est.  Neighbour  Lapftone,  fuppofe  you  was  to  go 
towards  Batterfea-bridge  and  try  to  meet  my  old  man 
while  I  carry  this  ironing  home — As  to  thee,  daughter 
I  fhall  never  content  to  make  thee  unhappy  ;  and,  I 
truft,  thou  haft  duty  enough  never  to  make  me  fo,  or 
thy  poor  father  ;  and,  as  tc  the  reft,  if  thou  refufeft  our 
good  neighbour  here,  only  becaufe  he  is  poor,  I  can 
tell  thee,  wench,  as  there  is  no  ftation  ever  fo  high 
but  has  its  bitters,  fo  there  is  no  ftation  ever  fo  low 
but  has  its  fweets. 

A  ,  I  R. 

The  world’s  a  ftrange  world,  child,  it  muft  be  confefs’d 

W  e  all  of  diftrefs  have  our  fhare  ; 

But  fince  I  muft  ftruggle  to  live  with  the  reft, 

Bv  my  troth,  ’tis  no  matter  where. 

'  7  We 
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We  all  mud  put  up  with  what  fortune  has  fent,  r 
Be  therefore  one’s  lot  poor  or  rich, 

So  there  is  but  a  portion  of  eafe  and  content, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  how. 


A  living’s  a  living,  and  fo  there’s  an  end* 

If  one  honeftly  gets  juft  enow. 

And  fomething  to  fpare  for  the  wants  of  a  friend, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  how. 

.  '  y'  .  ...  ‘  if  -  *  ■  1 

In  this  world,  about  nothing,  we  bufied  appear  ; 

And  I’ve  faid  it  again  and  again, 

Since  quit  it  one  muft ;  if  one’s  conference  is  clear, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  when.  f  [Exit, 

Lapsto-ne  and  Nancy. 

Laps.  So,  Mifs,  it  feemsl  ftiall  never  be  able  to  get 
the  length  of  your  foot. 

Nan.  I  am  afraid  not. 

Laps.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  can’t  buckle  too  then  > 
Nan.  I  cannot,  indeed. 

Laps.  And  pray,  Mifs,  med  a  body  ax  why  l 
Nan.  1  have  many  reafons  which  you  can’t  poffibly 
guefs.  1  ' 

Laps.  Why,  to  be  fure,  nobody  knows  where  the 
flioe  pinches  fo  well  as  them  that  wears  it. 

Nan.  In  the  fir  ft  place,  you  are  not  my  choice. 
Laps.  Why,  Mil's,  that’s  true  ;  but  a  ready-made 
ihoe  fometimes  fits  as  well  as  a  befpoke  one. 

Nan.  Then  there  is  fuch  a  difproportion  in  our  ages- 
that  lam  fure - 

Laps.  What  you  thinks  if  wre  were  to  be  married  to 
gether  it  would  be  all  one  as  if  I  was  to  clap  an  old 
lole  to  a  new  upper-leather. 

Nan.  And  how  do  you  think  we  fhould  agree  then  ? 
Laps.  Why  for  all  the  world  likejohn  and  Jean  in 
the  old  bulla  i. 

Nan*  Whu,  that  you  fing  fometimes  in  your  flail  ? 

B,  3  Laps 
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L a  p  5).  Yes,  Mils. 

Nan.  I  wifh  you’d  iing  it — ’twould  divert  me. 

Laps  Why,  Mifs,  I  ought  to  be  going  towards  Bat- 

terfea-bridge  ;  but  I  am  fure  I  would  do  any  thing  to 

divert  vou. 

* 

0. 

A  I  R. 

bjng  the  loves  of  John  and  Jean, 

Sing  the  loves  of  Jean  and  John  ^ 

]ohn  for  her  would  leave  a  aueen, 

Jean^forhim,  the  nobleft  Dorn 

•She’s  his  queen, 

He’s  her  Don ; 

John  loves  Jean, 

And  Jean  loves  John: 

ii; 

Whate'er  rejoices  happy  Jean, 

Is  fure  to  burft  the  Tides  of  John  ; 

Does  fhe,  for  grief,  look  thin  and  lean* 

He  inftantlv  is  pale  and  wan 

Thin  and  lean, 

Pale  and  wan ; 

John  loves  Jean, 

And  Jean  loves  John. 

/  •  III. 

’Twas  the  lily  hand  of  Jean 

FilTd  the  glafs  of  happy  John  ; 

And,  heavens  ?  how  joyful  was  fhe  feen 
When  he  was  for  a  licence  gone  ! 

Joyful  feen, 

They’ll  dance  anon ; 

For  John  weds  Jean, 

And  Jean  weds  John. 

IV.. 

lohn  has  ta’en  to  wife  his  Jean, 
leans  become  the  fpoufe  of  John  ; 

She  no  longer  is  his  qeeen, 

He  no  longer  is  her  Don, 


No 
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No  more  queen, 

No  more  Don  ; 

John  hates  Jean, 

And  Jean  hates  John.  * 

V. 

Whatever  ’tis  that  pleafes  Jean, 

Is  certain  now  to  difpleafe  John  ; 

With  icolding  they’re  grown  thin  and  lean. 

With  fpleen  and  fpite  they’re  pale  and  wan. 

Thin  and  lean, 

Pale  and  wan  ; 

John  hates  Jean,  . 

And  Jean  hates-John;. 

-  ~  j  -y:  z  . 

•  -  vi. :  •  .  : 

John  prays  Heav’n  to  take  his  Jean, 

Jean  at  the  devil  wifhes  John  ; 

He’ll  dancing  on  her  grave  be  feen, 

She  laugh  when  he  is  dead  and  gone. 

They’ll  gay  be  feen  .  '  • 

Dead  and  gone, 

For  Joh/i  hates  Jean, 

And  Jean  hates-  John*. 

[Exit. 


Enter  Lively. 

•  •  *  •  *  » 

Live.  Here  fhe  is,  by  heaven,  and  alone! — my 
dear  Nancy,  I  flew  to  you,  for  a  Angle  moment,  to  in¬ 
form  you- - 

Nan.  Sir,  I  have  received  fufflcient  information,  in 
your  abfence,  to  determine  me  never  to  hear  you  up¬ 
on  any  fubje£t  again. 

Live.  How  !  ... 

*  • 

Nan.  I  know  who  you  are,  Sir, — why,  you  con¬ 
cealed  your  real  name  and  family  from  me. — Perhaps 
you  and  your  father  were  not  to  be  fatisfied,  till  the 
ruin  of  the  daughter,  was  added  to  the  ruin  of  the  fa¬ 
ther. 

Live.  By  heaven  I  have  not  the  mod  diftant  con¬ 
ception  of  what  you  mean;  I  fwear  to  you  my  intend- 
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ons  in  relation  to  you  proceed  from  the  purefl:  and  moft 
difinterefted  affection.  . 

Nan.  Are  you  not  the  fon  of  governor  Lively  b 
Live.  I  am. 

Nan.  That  ©ppreffor  of  innocence,  that  tyrant  who 
fought  to  deflroy  his  very  preferver. 

Live.  No,  let  me  defend  him  j—tho’  he  has  dis¬ 
carded  me,  driven  me  an  alien  from  his  houfe,  I  defer- 
ved  it  all,  and  affumed  another  name  only  that  I  might 
not  be  a  reproach  to  him  nor  did  I  ever  know  him 
capable  of  an  injuftice  ; — what  would  you  infinuate 
then  r — what  preferver  do  you  mean  ? 

Nan.  My  father,  who  faved  his  life. 

Live.  Your  father  —flay— it  muft  be  fo — our  con- 
verfation,  every  thing  confirms  it : — but  Pll  anfwer 
with  my  life  whatever  injuftice  poor  Blenheim  has  fuf- 
fered,  my  father  is  unconfcious  of  the  caufe  ; — nay,  I 
have  often  heard  him  declare  he  would  load  the  old  fol- 
dier  with  favours  who  faved  his  life  at  Fontenoyj — 
this  is  delightful,  I’ll  fly  to  him  this  inflant. 

N a  n.  Thou  art  a  worthy  youth — forgive  my  rafh- 
nefs. 

Live.  Thy  fault  was,  as  thou  art.  amiable  to  per¬ 
fection — I  go — -when  fhall  I  return  and  demand  thee 
of  thy  father  2 

.AIR. 

Nan.  When  thou  fhalt  fee  his  hofom  fwelling* 

When  foft  companion’ s  tear  fhall  ftart 
As  my  poor  father’s  woes  thou’rt  telling. 

Come  back,  and  claim  my  hand  and  heart. 

**  *  f  *  '  •  -  •  i  c  ,  r.  Jr  .  .  -  1  "  •  •  '  -  -  '  *  c  4  *  * 

The  caufe  bleft  eloquence  will  lend  thee  •> 

Nay,  hafle,  and  eafe  my  foul’s  diffrefs ; 

To  judge  thy  worth,  I’ll  here  attend  thee* 

And  rate  thy  love  by  thy  fuccefs. 

-  .  «  •  »  ■  -  A  ->  •  i.  '  4 

Enter  Blenheim  and  Lapstone- 

■  *  •  •  •  -  #■**•••  •  p  -  V  ' 

Live.  Suffer  me  to  fpeak  one  word  to  your  father* 
and  I’ll  away  ;-r-here  he  comes,  take  no  notice  that 
.  you  know  who  I  am  ,  nor  let  your  mother. 
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Laps.  Come  along,  neighbour. 

Blew.  Ah,  my,  daughter! 

Nan.  My  dear  father! — how  we  have  wiihed  for 
vou!  ... 

Blew:  Where’s  thy  poor  mother  ? 

Nan.  I  expett  her  every  moment. 

Blen.  Ah,  young  man. 

Live.  I  took  the  liberty  of  coming  to  prepare  your 
family  for  your  reception;  and  once  more  to  know  if 
my  friendfhip  can  be  ferviceable  to  you  ; — poor  as  my 
fituation  is. — I  have  a  relation  powertul  enough  to  re- 
drefs  your  wrongs;  fuffer  him  to  receive  an  account  of 
them  to-morrow  from  your  own  mouth. 

Blen.  Thy  friendfhip  I  accept  with  all  my  heart, 
young  man  ; — I  have  a  regard  for  youth;  in  that  hap¬ 
py  fealon,  the  heart  is  unhackney’d  in  the  ways  of  men; 
belldes  thou  art  a  good  lad,  and  haft  many  excellent 
fentiments,  and  as  thou  art  purfuing  the  road  to  glory ; 
my  advice  may  perhaps  afiift  thee.  (During  the  above 
fpecchy  Eflher  comes  y  and  Nancy  inflruds  her  hy  figns  to  take 
no  notice  of  Lively %) 

Est.  Ah,  my  dear  old  man,  and  fo  thou’rt  come 
home  at  laft — and  how  doft  ? 

Blen.  Not  quite  fo  young  as  formerly,  good  wife, 
but  as  fincere  believe  me  ; — come  young  man,  wilt  thou 
partake  a  poor  fupper  with  us? 

Live.  My  duty  calls  me  hence;— Ill  fee  you  to* 
morrow,  and  I  hope,  with  good  news. 

FINALE 

Nancy.  Good  night,  goodnight,  thou  noble  youth> 
And  if  thy  tendernefs  and  truth 
Should  a  propitious  influence  need, 

To  make  thy  generous  views  fucceed 
From  grief  to  fet  my  father  free. 

Oh  I  for  a  moment  think  of  me 

Oh  !.  for,  &c.  &c. 
«  \ 

Lively.  Good  night,  goodnight,  the  chearful  hour 
If  fad  remembrance  e’er  fhould  four  ; 

If,  as  the  joyful  glafs  goes  round, 

Qn$.  Angle  drop  of  care  be  found  ; 


Your 
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Your  cup  from  the  intruder  free. 

And  for  a  moment  think  of  me. 

Andfor,  &c.  &c. 

Either.  Good  night,  good  night,  try  all  you  can 
T o  ferve,  I  pray  you,  my  good  man  ; 

His  fortune  has  been  very  rough, 

But,  if  his  griefs  are  not  enough 
To  melt  your  heart,  and  fet  him  free, 

Oh  !  for  a  moment  think  of  mo. 

Oh  !  for,  &c.  Sec . 

Blenheim.  Good  night,  good  night,  and  if  henceforth 
Thou  fee  ft  proud  vice,  negle&ed  worth, 
Abufe  of  power,  perverted  laws, 

Bad  mens  profperity  the  caufe, 

And  art  from  indignation  free, 

Oh  !  for  a  moment  think  of  me. 

.  Oh!  for,  &c.  &c. 

w  **  r*  „  •  •  < 

C  H  O  R  US, 

Good  night,  good  night,  and  when  he  nee  forth 
I  fee  proud  vice,  neglected  worth, 

Abufe  of  power,  preverted  laws. 

Bad  mens  profperity  the  caufe, 

And. am  from  indignation  free, 

Til  figh,  and  then  Til  think  of  thee. 

*  '  Ill  figh,  Sec,  Sec, 


End  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


A  COMIC  OPERA. 


23 


A  C  'T  II. 

A  Part  of  Chelfea  Hof  pit  al-^  Blenheim  fitting  on  a 
Bench — a  March  is  heard ,  and  after  it  a  D  if  charge  of 
Mufquetry . 

Blen.  Th  E  inhabitants  of  this  hofpitable  afylum 
are  configning  one  of  their  companions  to  the  earth, 
while  the  good-natured  neighbours  flock  around,  and 
with  an  honeft  grief  regard  the  old  veterans,  \vhofe 
eyes  are  fwollen  at  the  remembrance  of  that  time  when 
young  and  lufty  they  fought  glory  in-  the  field  with  the 

prefent  object  of  their  concern - Generous  grief! - 

It  becomes  the  natives  of  this  beneficient  country,  For 
of  all  the  tributes  due  to  worth, ‘there’s  none  fo  grace¬ 
ful  or  fo  noble  as  the  tear  that  bedews  the  grave  of  a 

foldier ; - but  the  ceremony  is  at  an  end  and  here 

they  come. 

Enter  Malpla^uet,  Platoon,  Pensioners, 

and  Blenheim. 


Mal.  Ah  poor  fellow,  ?tis  all  over  with  him  fure 

enough! - well,  we  have  not  buried  him  all,  for  he 

left  behind  him  at  the  battle  of  Hcckftet,  as  good  a  leg 
and  as  fine  an  arm  as  ever  mounted  a  breach  or  poized 
a  firelock. 

Plat.  Well,  he  was  a  noble,  fine  fellow. 

Mal.  Ah!  I  {hall  never  forget  before  the  breath 

went  out  of  his  body— he  called  me  to  him - fays 

he,  you  fee  Malplaquet,  what  a  campaign  I  am  going 

to  make - give  me  fome  ammunition  to  take  with  me, 

my  boy - To  with  that  I  gave  him  the  guzzle,  he 

drank  a  good  fwig,  Ihook  me  by  the  hand,  cried,  dam¬ 
me,  good  bye  !  and  went  ofF like  a  fucking  babe.— 
Ah  !  ’twill  be  my  turn  next.  (Drinks.) 

Plat.  Coine,  come,  don’t  take  it  fo  to  heart. 

M  a  l.  There  was  a  time  to  be  fure-  ‘~-  we  had  our 

day  once,  that -nobody  can  deny- - but  now ^ve  are  as 

ufelefe 
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ufelefs  as  fo  many  broke  up  mortars,  or  fpiked  cannon 

- Ah  !  w  e  are  fit  for  nothing  now  but  to  drink  and 

talk  of  what  we  could  do  formerly. 

Plat.  Drink —  — well  and  what  can. we  do  better? 
- won’t  you  take  a  fup  with  us,  brother  ? 

Blek.  With  all  my  heart. 

GLEE. 

Tell  me,  neighbour,  tell  me  plain, 

Which  is  the  beft  employ  ? 

Is  it  love,  whofe  very  pain 
They  fay  is  perfect  joy  ? 

Is  it  war,  whofe  thund’ring  found 
Is  heard  at  fuch  a  diftance  round  ? 

'  Is  it  to  have  the  mifer’s  hoard  ? 

Is  it  to  be  with  learning  ftor’d  ? 

Is  it  gay  Pegafus  to  rein. 

Tell  me,  neighbour,  tell  me  plain? 

No,  no,  will  anfwer  every  honeft  foul, 

The  beft  employ’s  fo  pufh  about  the  bowl. 

[At  the  end  of  the  Glee  the  Penfioners  go  off, 
leaving  Blenheim.] 

Blenheim  and  Lapstone. 

Bl  e  n.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Laps.  Why,  ’tis  I.  -  1 

Bleu.  You,  friend  Lapftone ?  and  how  came  you  fo 
metamorphofed  ? 

Laps.  Why  you  know  you  was  faying  laft  night  at 
fupper,  that  you  ihould  like  to  marry  your  daughter  to 
a  foldier,  and  fo  what  does  I  do — I  borrows  the  dead 
gentleman  penfioner’s  coat  to  alk  you  how  I  looks  in  it 
— dont  you  think  I  have  a  good  military  air  ? 

Blen.  Admirable  !  but  I  fliould  think;  your  joints  as 
well  as  mine  are  not  very  fupple. 

Laps.  Oh  Lord,  you  don’t  know  liow  liflbm  I  be, 
Mr.  Manoeuvre,  the  drill  ferjeajit  in  the  Park,  tells 
me,  that  with  a  little  treading  upon  my  toes,  and  cud¬ 
gelling 
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gelling  over  the  ihoulders,  he  is  fure  in  a  week  he  could 
make  me  turn  out  in  the  line  befides,  we  ought  all 
to  go  for  foldiers  now. 

Blen.  Ay  !  why  now,  friend  Lapftone  ? 

Laps.  Why  I  am  creditably  informed  that  the 
French  are  determined  this  fummer  to  evade  us  in  four 
places. — The  are  to  make  a  retreat  in  Cornwall,  em¬ 
bark  a  large  body  of  troops  upon  the  coaft  of  Ireland, 
throw  fuccours  into  Portlmouth  harbour,  and  take  a 
diverfion  upon  the  Thames. 

Blen.  Indeed  ! 

Laps.  Nay  more  ! — They  are  to  fet  fire  to  all  the 
{hipping  in  the  river,  knock  down  the  rI  ower,  and  fur- 
prize  the  Lord  Mayor  as  he  goes  a  fwan-hopping. 

Blen.  Why  indeed  this  bufinefs  is  enough  to  fur- 
prize  any  body. — But  ft  ill  I  think  you  and  I  can  do  but 
little  fervice  ;  we  are  too  old. 

Laps,  Old? — Why  Lord  love  you,  lam  but  fixty 
one  —to  be  fure  they  fcratched  me  off  the  lift  for  mali¬ 
cious  men  upon  the  church  door. 

Blen.  Well  friend  Lapftone,  if  I  were  to  counfel 
vou,  while  others  ferve  their  country  in  the  field,  you 
ihould  endeavour  to  be  ufeful  to  it  in  your  ftall  ;  but 
with  two  fuch  headftrong  propenfities  as  yours,  I  fup- 
pofe  advifing  you  would  be  much  the  fame  as  defiring 
the  fea  not  to  roar, 

,  AIR. 

Awhile  in  every  nation 
War  may  blaze  around, 

Still  fpreading  defolation, 

Yet  there’s  hopes  of  peace. 

Awhile  the  billows  raging. 

May  Iky  and  fea  confound, 

Yet  winds  and  waves  aflwaging. 

Storms  at  laft  will  ceafe 

But  man  by  vice  o’ertaken, 

A  tempeft  in  his  mind, 

His  warring  pafilons  fhaken, 

Are  reeds  as  in  the  wind. 

Rare  is  the  eloquence  that  has  the  charm, 

To  rule  that  peftilence  or  quell  the  ftorm. 


La  r  ? 
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Lapstone  alone. 

Laps.  I5  cod  I  believe  he’s  right ; — if  I  get  wounded 
with  my  pairing  knife  or  my  awl,  I  have  no  occafion 
for  a  furgeon  to  cure  me  ;  I  cant  fay  fo  much  for  a  bay¬ 
onet  or  a  firelock — no,  I’m  determined — I'll  vifit  noren- 
devoufes,  but  houfes  of  call,  nor  think  about  quarters 
except  to  examine  whether  they  are  dog  (kin  or  calf. 


A  I  R. 

’Twere  better  I  took  your  advice,  my  good  neighbour* 
My  condudt  henceforward  I’ll  mend ; 

With  joy  and  content  to  my  laft  will  I  labour, 

Still  driving  to  make  a  good  end. 

And  then  as  to  love,  I’ll  ne’er  think  Gf  a  woman, 

I  will  not,  I  fwear  it  by  goles, 

But  like  methodift  preachers  on  Kennington  Common, 
I’ll  live  by  mending  of  foies. 

II. 

Many  battles  Ill  fight— o’er  a  pot  of  good  porter, 
Whole  armies  I’ll  kill — in  my  flail ; 

To  no  foul— of  a  fhoe,  will  I  ever  give  quarter, 

And  what  hides  will  I  pierce — with  my  awl. 

And  then  as  to  love,  &c. 


Enter  Governor  and  Lively. 

Gov,  I  hope  he  won’t  know  me  in  this  difguife  ;  I 
fhouid  fain  hear  his  (lory  without  difcovering  myfelf; 
it  will  be  told  with  more  ingenuity,  and  I  {hall  hear  it 
with  lefs  confufion. — For  thee,  Frederick,  thou  haft  fo 
pleafed  me,  that  if  this  appears  as  thou  haft  related  it, 
I’ll  forgive  thee  every  thing. 

Live, 
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Live.  Sir,  your  eagernefs  ever  to  do  juftice,  proinp- 
ted  what  I  have  done;  in  the  relation  of  which,  you'll 
find  I  have  been  faithful. 

Gov.  Eut  how  came  your  intimacy  with  the  daugh¬ 
ter  ?  1  ' 

Live.  PalTing  frequently,  Sir,  this  way,  I  continu¬ 
ally  noticed  her  at  lome  induftrious  employment;  I  in¬ 
quired  who  fhe  was,  got  introduced,  and  loved  her ; 
but  though  her  perfon  and  converfaticn  won  my  very 
foul,  yet  thefe  were  nothing  in  my  efteenn,  compared 

with  the  unparalleled  affection  for  her  father. 

*  / 

AIR. 

’Twas  not  her  eyes,  though  orient  mines 
Can  boaft  no  gem  fo  bright  that  glows  ; 

Her  lips,  where  the  deep  ruby  fhines, 

Her  cheeka  that  fhame  the  blufhing  rofe. 

Nor  yet  her  form  Minerva’s  mein,  .  • 

Her  bofom  v/hite  as  Venus  dove, 

That  made  her  my  affection’s  queen, 

But  ’twas  alone  her  filial  love. 

II. 

The  ruby  lip,  the  brilliant  eye. 

The  rofy  cheek,  the  graceful  form, 

In  turn  for  commendation  vie. 

And  juftly  the  fir’d  lover  charm. 

Put  tranficnt  thefe — the  charm  for  life, 

Which  reafcn  ne’er  fliall  difapprove  ; 

While,  truly,  fliall  enfure  a  wife, 

Faithful  and  kind,  is  filial  love. 

Eut  here  he  comes  ;  I  have  brought  this  gentleman  to! 
iliare  with  me  the  pleafure  of  your  converfaticn. 

Governor,  Lively,  and  Blenheim, 

1  •- 

Blen.  I  longed  to  fee  you,  Sir — you  are  allied  to 
a  worthy  voung  man— but  I  am  afraid  that  by  vifiting 
me  you  will  involve  yourfelf  in  a  danger  you  are  not 
aware  oL—in  the  ruin  of  a  man  profcribed. — If  a  real 

C  2  criminal 
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criminal  is  puniihed,  he  will  be  foon  forgotten,  but  if 
a  man  of  blamelefs  integrity  is  injured,  he  will  be'perfe- 
cuted  v/ith  unrelenting  hatred,  for  the  very  mention  of 
uis  name  is  a  fatire  on  the  times,  and  his  exigence  is 
to  the  confcience  of  his  enemies  an  unceafing  remem¬ 
brancer  of  guilt. 

Gov.  I  fear  your  words  have  too  much  truth  in 
them  ;  and  yet  in  the  courfe  of  human  contingencies  it 
rnuil  happen,  that  men  of  worth  will  occaiionally  be 
plunged  in  misfortune. 

Li  ve.  Rut  ought  that  confideration  to  check  the  nc- 
tle  ardour  of  a  foldier  ?  the  pcoreft  penfioner  in  this 
charity  has  his  moments  of  exultation  when  he  recol¬ 
lects  he  has  fought  bravely. 

Bl  e  h.  True,  a  love  of  glory  is  a  noble  pafiion  !— 
hut  do  you  think  the  pleafure  that  fprings  from  ccn- 

qu eft  has  a  fmcere  and  tailing  charm  in  it  ? - Alas  ! 

when  a  deluge  of  human  blood  bids  the  tears  of  natu¬ 
ral  arfeCtion  flow  in  rivers  round  the  land,  can  the  mind 
in  that  fituation  tafle  of  joy  ? 

Live.  Never.-— Yet  furely  when  this  blood  is  fpilt 
in  their  defence,  of  whom  nature  intended  us  the 
guardians,  though  our  fenfibility  may  be  fhocked,  our 
honour  can  never  be  flamed.— In  my  mind,  defence 
and  rcprifals  are  the  only  juftiflable  meafures  in  war, 
while  ambition  is  but  another  name  for  mafia  ere. 

Been.  You  have  diltinguiihed  right.— But  in  your 
purfiuits  after  fame  you  will  have  a  worfe  enemy  to 
guard  againft  than  ambition— Envy ! — which  when  you 
have  done  your  duty,  will  make  even  accidents  a 
ground  of  impeachment  again!!  you.— Have  you  done 
all  that  was  pofiible  ? — You  ought  to  have  done  bet¬ 
ter. - The  charge  is  aggravated,  and  the  good  you 

have  done  dwindles  into  nothing — your  downfall  is 
effected,  and  fome  worthlefs  wretch  is  fure  to  rife  up¬ 
on  your  ruins. 

Gov.  This  is  indeed  a  melancholy  truth. 

Been.  But  'tis  a  truth  that  fprings  from  error  more 
than  injuftice  ;  I  teach  it  to  this'  young  man  that  he 
may  rife  fuperior  to  it — that  he  may  coniult  his  own 

heart,  and  in  that  manly  felf-conierence  inquire - — 

u  Were  I  reduced  to  the  condition  of  old  Blenheim, 

w  would 
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#<  would  my  innocence  make,  even  affliction  fmile  ?”  1‘ 
you  hefitate  a  moment  to  lay  yes  to  this  queftion,  pafs 
your  life  in  oblcurity,  for  you  have  not  the  materials 
for  a  public  character. 

•s. 

A  I  R. 

Let  your  courage  boy  be  true  t’ye. 

Hard  and  painful  is  the  foldier  s  duty  ; 

I  is  not  alone  to  bravely  dare, 

To  fear  a  ttranger, 

Each  threat  ning  danger, 

That  whittles  through  the  dulky  air ; 

Where  thundVing  jar. 

Conflicting  arms, 

All  th’  alarms, 

And  dreadful  havock  of  the  war. 

Your  duty  done  and  home  returning, 

With  felf  commended  ardour  burning  ; 

If  this  right  pride, 

Foes  fhouid  deride, 

And  from  vour  merit  turn  afide  ; 

Though  than  the  war  the  conflict’s  more  fevere, 
This  is  the  trial  you  mutt  learn  to  bear. 

Governor,  Lively. 

Gov.  What  injuttice  have  I  been  guilty  of  to  this 
manj  I  would  have  difcovered  myfelf  and  remedied  all, 
but  that  I  with  to  come  provided  with  the  means  ;  I 
have  thought  what  employ  to  procure  him,  and  mean 
to  fupply  myfelf  with  the  necettarv  inftruments  before 
I  acquaint  him  with  his  good  fortune. 

Live.  Yonder  conies  his  wife  and  daughter,  Sir. 

Gov.  You  tell  me  the  old  woman  don't  know  who 
I  am  ;  I  fuppofe  fhe’ll  abufe  me  liberally  ;  Til  humour 
it— and  as  to  the  daughter,  I  mean  to  make  a  trial  of 
her.  +■ 

Live.  Dear  Sir - 

Gov.  Nav,  I  mutt  infitt,  upon  your  duty,  that  you’il 
not  interfere ;  aittfting  the  father  is  one  thing  but 

C  3  .  confenting 
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contenting  to  my  Ton’s  marriage  with,  the  daughter,  is 
anotner  ;  her  birth,  to  be  lure,  is  as  good  as  yours  | 
and  fortune  I  do  not  regard  ;  but— 

Li  ve.  My  life  on’t,  then,  you’ll  find  that  a  prince 
might  accept  her  alliance  without  a  blufh — but  they 
are  here. 

Governor,  Lively,  Esther,  Nancy. 

Est.  Nay,  come  along  child;  lam  not  afraid  to 
speak  to  him,  not  I. 

N  a  n.  My  anxiety  makes  me  break  through  every 
decorum  ;  pray  tell  me— — what  of  my  father  ? 

Est.  Ay,  let  us  know  fomethin?  about  my  old  .man 
tney  tells  me,  Sir,  you  are  come  to  right  him  ; 
lure  ’tis  high  time  ;  do  you  know  this  Governor  Sir  ? 
Gov.  A  Tittle. 

Est.  Is  not  he  a  fad  old  villain ? 

Nan.  Huih,  mother,  ccnlider  this  gentleman’s  his 

relation, 

1st.  What  of  that?  what  of  that  ?  the  truth’s  the 

truth. 

Gov.  Aye,  aye,  don’t  mince  the  matter,  fpeakwhat 
you  think  of  him ;  I  allure  you  nobody  would  be  fo 
likely  to  blame  him,  for  doing  wrong,  as  I  iliould. 

Est.  \a  rong,  Sir,  you  fhall  judge  yourfelf  whether 
he  has  done  wrong  or  no  :  after  all  poor  Blenheim’s  fuf- 
ferings,  I  am  fure  I  fhall  never  forget  when  his  dear 
arm  was  fhot  through  and  through,  at  Fontenoy  ;  I 
was  waiting,  with  tome  other  gentlemen’s  wives,  upon 
a  baesas'e  waggon  ;  and  when  he  was  brought  home, 

^  GO  w  e  oo  b  a  -  J 

lays  he,  wife,  this  is  a  fmart  wound  ;  but  I  am  glad  I 
received  it,  for  it  faved  my  captain’s  life  ;  and  don’t 
you  think,  after  this,  that  he  mull  be  the  cruellelt, 

hard-hearted  old  rogue- - 

Gov.  Oh  !  certainly,  I  never  met  with  fuch  an  infa¬ 
mous  piece  cfbufinefs  in  my  life  ;  but,  now,  what  plan 
wouldvou  have  me  Diirfue  to  make  him  do  jultice  ? 

^  1  V 

Est.  Vv  hv,  Sir,  if  you’ll  be  fo  good,  I’d  have  you  go 
to  him,  tell  him  what  a  villain  he  is ;  and  that,  if  lie  ever 
expects  to  deep  quietly  in  his  bed,  he’ll  come  here  di¬ 
rectly,  and  reward  my  poor  huiband  for  all  he  has  under¬ 
gone.  Gov. 
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Gov.  You  may  depend  upon  me — he  fKall  be  right 
ed  ;  and  I  don't  doubt  but  there  are  many  years  of 
happinefs  yet  in  (tore  for  you. 

Es.t.  Why,  molt  of  my  family  lived  to  a  good  round 
age;  and,  for  my  part,  I’m  brave  and  hearty. 

Gov.  So  you  feem. 

A  1  R.  .  ' 

Es  r.  Why;  thanks  be  prais’d  I’m  pretty  free 
From  ficknefs  though  I’m  old  3 
Indeed  an  afthmy  teazes  me 
Now  I’ve  got  a  cold ; 

The  gout  too  plays  me  tricks; 

Then  Eve  the  rheumaticks. 

And  a  fort  of  wheeling 
r!  hat’s  fometimes  teazing, 

In  the  morning,  do  you  fee. 

But  ’tis  over  foon; 

For.  by  that  time  ’tis  noon 
The  deuce  a  thing  ails  me,. 

Governor,  Live  l  y,  N  a  n c  y; 

Gov.  Poor  woman?  file’s  very  fincere  at  leaff. 

Nan.  I  hope  you’ll  have  the  goodnefs  to  pardon  her, 
Sir;  her  anxiety  for  my  father  outweighs  every  other 
confideration. 

Gov.  Your  father  has  been  ill-treated,  matters  have 
beenfalfely  reprefented  to  me,  and  he  has  feverely  l~uf- 
fered  for  it  ;  I  mean  to  atone  for  my  error,  but  I  hear 
it  is  expelled  that  I  fhall  countenance  an  extravagant 
paffion  which,  it  feems,  my  only  fon  has  thought  pro¬ 
per  to  entertain  for  you 

Nan.  Sir,  my  father’s  lefions  and  example  has  forti¬ 
fied  me  againit  the  fevereft  ffrokes  of  fortune  ;  his  hap¬ 
pinefs,  therefore,  accomplifhed,  I  fhall  refign  myfelf  to 
whatever  may  be  my  fate  without  a  figh. 

Gov.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it  ;  this  go dd  fenfe  feems  to 
promife  me  that  you’ll  fee,  very  fairlv,  the  propriety  of 
breaking  off  this  matter  intirely. 

Live.  For  heaven’s  fake.  Sir— — 


Gov 
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Gov.  Sir,  I  fhan’t  hear  a  word  from  you  ;  the  girl 
has  a  hundred  times  your  underftanding ;  fhe  can’t,  for 
the  life  of  her,  deny  but  that  I  talk  very  reafonably  ; 
can  you  now,  young  woman  ? 

Nan.  Indeed,  Sir — I — I  a  think  Sir— — 

G  o  v.  As  I  do — I  knew  it  well  enough  ;  well  then,  I 
fuppofe  you  won’t  be  at  all  Shocked  when  I  tell  you  I 
have  found  out  a  match  for  my  fom 

Live.  Sir  ! 

Gov.  Hold  your  tongue,  I  tell  you— and  his  the 
fweeteft  girl  l  her  perfon  is  lovely,  tempting  enchan- 
ing,  beautiful. 

Live.  Nay,  for  heaven’s  fake,  Sir - 

Go  v.  Will  you  let  me  go  on,  Sir  ?  fhe  has  the  moil 
charming,  little,  delicate - you  know  her,  Frederick. 

Live.  Do  I,  Sir  ? - 1  wifh  I  did  not. 

Gov.  Yes,  you  do,  and  you’ll  love  her,  I  am  fare 
you  will,  when  I  tell  you  who  flie  is. 

Live.  Never. 

Nan.  May  he  be  happy — let  her  be  who  fhe  will. 

Gov.  You  won’t,  hey,  I’ll  try  that  $  ’tis - 

Live.  Who,  Sir? 

Nan.  Oh!  Heaven! 

Gov.  W7hy,  that  little  baggage  there,  that  ftands 
frightened  out  of  her  wits  ;  go  to  her  and  comfort  her. 

Live.  What  happinefs  ! 

Gov.  Well,  do  you.  wifh  you  did  nor  know  her  ? 

Nan.  What  excefs  of  goodnefs  ! 

Gov.  I  did  not  intend  to  have  yielded  fo  foon  you 
jade  ;  but  I  don’t  know  how  it  is,  I  am  almoft  as  much 
in  love  with  you  as  my  fon  ;  but  fuppofe  I  had  not  for¬ 
given  you,  could  you  have  been  happy  together  in  fo 
low  a  fituation  ? 

Nan.  Yes,  Sir,  even  if  I  had  been  obliged  to  have 
carried  his  knagfack. 

AIR. 

When  well  one  knows  to  love  and  pleafe, 

Y7hat  diifreffes  can  one  prove, 

What  can  rob  that  heart  of  eafe  ; 

Poflefs’d  of  oleafure,  rich  in  love  ? 

'  •  3  »-  t; 
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Alas  !  without  this  fovereign  good, 

Whofe  power  no  emperor  can  (lay  ; 

Riches,  rank,  or  noble  blood, 

Honours,  titles,  what  are  they  ? 

• 

One  tender  look’s  to  lovers  worth 
More  treafure  than  the  Indies  own ; 

Smiles  are  the  empire  of  the  earth, 

T  he  arms  of  thofe  we  love  a  throne. 

Another  V ic*uo  of  the  Hofpital. 

A  Party  of  Soldiers. - L  apstone: 

Laps.  Y  ou  lav  you  are  old  Blenheim’s  friends. 

Sol.  Yes,  he’s  our  ancient  comrade  as  it  were,  and 
underhand ing  he  is  here,  we  are  come  to  crack  a  nog¬ 
gin  with  him. 

Laps.  You’d  be  forry  to  have  him  ufed  ill,  fhould 
not  you. 

Sol.  I  fhould  like  to  fee  the  man  that  dared  to  do  it. 

Laps.  You  fee  thofe  two  men  going  out  of  the  gate, 
one  of  them  is  Governor  Lively’s  fon,  and  the  other 
fome  friend  in  difguife  ;  —I  know  there’s  mifchief  hat¬ 
ching,  for  I  heard  them  fay  they’d  have  the  warrants^ 
filled  up,  and  then  come  and  furprize  them. 

Sol.  Hey — fire  and  fury,  follow  me. 

/ 

Blenheim,  Malpla  qjj  e  t  ,  and  Pensioners. 

-Blen.  ’  L is  true,  my  honeft  comrade  ;  the  grievan¬ 
ces  of  people  in  our  fituation,  are  not  attended  to  io 
much  as  they  ought  ;  but  in  the  belt  inflituticns  there 
will,  of  neceffity,  creep  fome  abufes,  and'we  fhould  be 
more  reafonable,  if  inftead  of  magnifying  the  few  we 
find,  we  were  thankful  we  find  no  more  ; — but'who 
have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Es  t  h  e  R,  N  a  ncy,  Governor,  Lively, 
Soldiers,  and  Pensioners. 

Es  t.  Oh,  hufband,  a  whole  heap  of  your  friends  have 
feized  the  young  man,  and  the  Itrange  genleman  that’s 

with 
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with  him,  and  are  forcing  them  before  you  ;  and  neigh¬ 
bour  Lapftone  fays,  tis  well  they  did,  for  they  were  juft 
going  for  a  warrant  to  take  you  up,  and  carry  you  to 
prifon  again. 

Nan.  He’s  a  meddling  fool ; — their  intentions  are 
the  faireft  depend  upon  it. 

Gov.  So,  old  gentleman,  we  are  vour  prifoners  it 
feems. 

Ble  Nr  My  prifoners — let  me  underftand  you,  Sir. 

Gov.  Vvhy,  thefe  men,  who,  I  think,  are  a  little 
too  bufy  in  your  affairs,  will  needs  have  it  that  we 
mean  you  fome  foul  play. 

Bls  n.  And  do  they  mean  to  ilrew  their  friendfhip 
to  me  by  this  outrage  ? 

Sol.  Why,  lookee,  Mafter,  Blenheim— you  area 
hearty  one— I  have  ferved  with  you,  andl  honour  you— 
and  it  thefe  gemmen  here  means  you  no  foul  play  all’s 
well  enough  ;  but  if  they  did,  I  am  the  man  that  would 
go  through  a  little  rough  work  rather  than  fee  it. 

Ble  n.  Thefe  gentlemen  can  mean  me  no  ill,  for  I 
have  done  them  none — pray.  Sir,  forgive  them. 

Gov.  On  one  condition,  I  will. 

Blen.  Name  it. 

Gov.  That  you’ll  forget  your  wrongs  and  forgive 
me— the  unfortunate,  though  innocent  author  of  them. 

Blen.  How,  Sir — -are  you  Governor  Lively  ? 

Gov.  Yes,  and  to  fhew  you  that  the  world  is  fome- 
times  miilaken,  at  the  moment  vour  friends  believed  X 
was  meditating  mifchief  againft  you,  I  was  haftening 
to  procure  the  means  of  exalting  you  to  actuation  you 
defe  rve,  and  would  adorn. 

Blen.  I  do  not  deny,  Sir,  but  that  mv  heart  feels 
proudly  at  this  moment,  and  though  I  do  not  wifh  this 
for  myfelf,  I  wifh  it  as  an  example  for  the  world. 

Gov.  But  how  fhall  I  thank  thee,  my Yon  ! 

Blen.  Another  myftery — your  fon  ! 

Gov.  Yes,  my  worthy  fon!  who  has  pointed  me 
out  this  moft  noble  period  of  my  life — -how  fhall  I  re¬ 
ward  him  ? 

Live.  ’Tis  not  in  your  power,  Sir, — poor  as  old  Blen- 
heim  is,  he  has  a  treafure  in  his  poffefffon  infinitely 
above  all  yours, 
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Blen.  My  only  trcafure  Is  my  daughter— and  if  your 
father  confents,  I  know  not  where  1  could  bellow  her 
fo  worthily. 

Gov.  'fake  her,  and  don’t  fay  a  word — we  none  of 
us,  I  am  fure,  know  very  well  how  to  explain  our  pre- 
fent  fenfations — let  mufic,  therefore,  exprefs  for  us 
what  we  can’t  exprefs  for  ourfelves. 

t  '  FINALE, 

Live.  Love,  joy,  and  harmony, 

Shall  henceforth  here  abound  ; 

While  with  the  glafs,  the  jovial  glee 
Shall  merily  go  round. 

CHORUS. 

Drums  {hall  beat,  and  fifes  fhall  found, 

And  love,  joy,  and  harmony. 

Shall  henceforth  here  abound  ; 

While,  with  the  glafs,  the  jovial  glee 
Shall  merrily  go  round. 

Est.  Dame  Fortune,  my  good  man  and  me, 

Has  done  then  playing  pranks ; 

Accept,  good,  Sir,  for  this  bounty, 

My  humble  mite  of  thanks, 

Cho.  Drums,  &c. 

Nan.  Wondering,  I  here,  tranfported  {land. 

How  moil  to  admire  the  worth 
Of  him  to  whom  I  give  my  hand. 

Or  him  who  gave  me  birth. 

Cho.  Drums,  &e. 

Been.  F ortune  as  now  is  often  juft. 

Yet  we’ll  not  take  our  due, 

’Till  of  fuccefs  this  fudden  guft 
Is  ratify’d  by  you. 

Cho.  Drums,  &c 
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M  A  Y  -  D  AY! 

OR,  THE 

LITTLE  GIPSY. 


S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  William  and  Dolly, 

i 

William. 

G  O  on,  dear  fitter  Dolly — And  fo  my  fweet  girl 
was  brought  to  the  Widow'Gadly’s,  as  a  relation  of 
her’s  from  Shropshire,  and  went  by  the  name  of  Bel¬ 
ton  ? 

Dol.  Yes,  yes - you  had  not  been  gone  to  London 

~  two  days,  before  your  father  and  ftie  met  in  the  Wi¬ 
dow's  garden  ;  I  was  with  him,  he  was  very  inquiii- 
tive  indeed,  and  was  ftruck  with  her  lively  manner  ; 
I  could  hardly  get  home  to  dinner. 

Wm.  Why  this  was  beyond  expe&ation  ;  and  fo, 

Dolly - 

Dol .  Yes,  his  liking  went  much  beyond  my  exoec- 
tation,  or  your  willies  :  In  a  week  he  fell  in  love  with 
her,  and  is  at  this  time  a  very  dangerous  rival. 

H't/i.  I  am  lure  to  have  fome  inilchief  happen  in  all 

my  fchemes. 

/  R  Dol. 


Dol.  Her  Tinging,  and  twenty  little  agreeable  foole¬ 
ries  file  puts  on,  have  bewitch'd  him  :  Her  mimiking 
the  Gipfies  has  To  inchanted  him,  that  he  has  prevail¬ 
ed  upon  her  to  come  to  the  May- pole  to-day  among 
the  holiday  lads  and  laflVs,  and  tell  their  fortunes. 
She  has  drefs’d  up  herfelf  often  and  been  among  ’em, 
without  their  knowing  who  ihe  is — in  fhort,  The  has 
bewitch’d  the  whole  village — I  am  to  be  there  too  as 
her  mother— My  father  will  have  it  fo. 

IVm:  So  much  the  better,  whil§  vou  are  telling  for¬ 
tunes,  I  may  talk  to  her  without  being  obferv’d  $  fend 
but  a  fortune-teller,  or  a  mountebank,  among  country 
people,  and  they  have  no  eyes,  and  ears,  for  any 
thing. elfe  :  Where  is  my  father  now  ? 

D&L  Upon  fome  knotty  point  with  Roger  Dozey, 
the  clerk — -I  mult  go,  and  prepare  for  the  frolick  : 
don’t  be  melancholy,  Will  $  the  word  that  can  hap¬ 
pen  is  to  marry  the  girl  without  your  father’s  confent, 
turn  gipfy  with  your  wife,  and  fend  your  children  to 
fteal  his  poultry. 

IV m.  But  harkee,  Dolly,  who  is  to  have  Mr.  Good- 
will's  May-day  legacy  ?  A  hundred  pounds  is  a  tole¬ 
rable  foundation  to  build  upon — What  is  become  of 
George,  Dolly  ? 

Do /.  I  have  not  time  to  tell  you — He  is  a  rogue 
like  the  reft  of  you  :  But  as  I  have  a  heart  that  can 
make  an  honeft  man  happy  that  poffefles  it,  fo  it  has 

a  fpirit  within  it  to  delpife  a  knave,  or  a  coxcomb- 

^  / 

Would  women  do  as  I  do  ; 

With  fpirit  fcorn  dejedtion. 

The  men  no  arts  could  fly  to, 

They’d  keep  ’em  in  fubjedtion  : 

But  if  we  figh  or  (jmper, 

The  love-fick  farce  is  over, 

They’ll  bring  us  foon  to  whimper, 

And  then  good  night  the  lover. 

W ou Id  women  do  as  I  do, 

No  knaves  or  fools  could  cheat  ’em, 

They’d  paflion  bid  good  bye  to, 

And  trick  for  trick  would  meet  ’em  : 


But 


Bur  if  we  figh  or  fimper, 

.  The  love-fick  farce  is  over, 

They  11  bring  us  foon  to  whimper. 

And  then  good  night  the  lover. 

Wm.  Well  faid,  Dolly  ! — but  I  am  afraid  in  my 
filuation,  I  mud  give  up  all  hope. 

Dol.  Then  you’ll  give  up  the  heft  friend  you  have  ; 
make  much  of  her,  or  with  a  true  female  fpirit,  lihe 
mine,  ihe’ll  leave  you  the  moment  you  feein  to  oeglett 
her.  .  [ Exit  Dally. 

William. 

How  can  my  heart  reft,  when  I  fee  from  the  land, 
Fanny’s  arms  open'd  wide  to  receive  me  ? 

If  hope  caft  her  anchor  to  fyi  on  the  fand, 

The  winds,  and  the  waves  both  deceive  me. 

My  love  to  its  duty,  ftill  conftant  and  true, 

Tho5  of  fortune  and  tempeft  the  t port. 

Shall  beat  round  the  lliore,  the  dear  object  in  view, 
’Till  it  finks,  or  is  fafe  in  the  port. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Hall  in  Furrow’s  Houje. 

Enter  Furrow  W  Dozey. 

Fur .  Well,  but  Dozey,  think  a  little,  and  hear/ a 
little  before  you  fpeak,  and  underftand  my  queftion. 
Doz.  Put  it. - 

Fur.  You  know  that  Walter  Goodwill,  Efq;  le  t  a 
legacy  of  one  hundred  pounds,  to  Uie  couple  who 
/hall  be  married  upon  certain  conditions,  in  th:s  pari  ill, 
on  the  firft  of  May. 

Doz.  I  have  ’em  in  my  hand  here,  a  true  ccpy. 

Fur.  You  told  me  fo  before. 

Doz.  Truth  may  be  told  at  any  time. 

Fur.  Zounds  !  Hold  your  tongue  or  we  fhall  keep 
talking  all  day. 

Doz.  Keep  your  temper,  which  is  a  better  thiAg. 
Fur.  But  I  can't,  it  you  won’t  1  ear  me. 

Dcz.  I  lay  nothing,  and  will  fay  nothing. 

[twilling  his  thumbs. 
B  z  Fw\ 
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Fur.  I  know  you  are  my  friend  Dozey,  and  I  hare 
been  your  friend— I  found  you  a  good  companion  and 
a  fchclar,  and  got  you  rais’d  from  fexton  to  clerk. 

Fez.  Neceffity  !  there  was  but  one  perfon  more 
in  the  panfh  befide  myfelf  who  could  read,  and  he 
flammeFd- 

Fur.  Well,  well,  no  matter,  we  /hall  never  come 

to  the  point. 

L 

Fez.  Never,  if  you  travel  out  of  the  way  fo. 

Fur.  I  fay  then——- 
ihz.  And  I  am  file n t . 

Fur.  I  am  over  head  and  ears  in  love-  * 

Fez  You  had  better  be  over  head  and  ears  in  your 
horfe-pond,  for  that  might  coo]  you- — —Put  no  more 
upon  an  old  horfe  than  he  can  bear— — An  excellent 
faying  l 

Fur .  You  put  more  upon  me  than  J  can  bear  :  \ 
want  no  advice  but  your  opinion.  If  I  marry  Fanny 
Belton, may  1  demand  \Squire  Goodwill’s  hundred  pound 

legacy  ? 

Foz.  I  will  read  it.  [Searching  for  his  fpeffacles. 
Fur.  Zounds,  I  have  read  it  a  thoufand  times  $  and 
the  bdman  cries  it  all  about  the  parifh. 

Foz.  Are  you  her  free  choice  ? 

Fur.  To  be  fure  I  am,  as  fhe  is  mine. 

Foz,  What  age  has  fhe  ? 

Fur .  About  twenty. 

Fez.  Has  fhe  her  lenfes  perfedl  ? 

Fur.  T o  be  fure. 

Fez.  I  doubt  it  f—a  girl  of  twenty  marry  three- 
fcore  and  five,  a  free  choice,  and  in  her  fenfes ;  it 

can’t  be. 

Fur.  You  are  grown  old  and  limpid. 

Foz.  She  muti  be  young  and  ftupid,  which  is 

worfe. 

Fur.  May  I  claim  the  legacy,  if  I  marry  her  ? 

Fez.  You  fay  the  choice  is  free  ? 

Fur.  I  do. 

Doz.  But  is  it  nor  fit,  another  of  the  conditions— 

The  choice  mult  be  both  free  and  fit - -^rgo  I  fay 

you  can’t  have  a  penny  of  it. 

Fur. 
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Fur.  Why  will  yeu  vex  me,  Roger  Dozey  ?  I  am 
always  helping  you  out  of  fcrapes  and  difficulties,  and 
why  won't  you  affift  me  ? 

Doz.  I  am  getting  you  out  of  a  fcrape  now,  by  pre¬ 
venting  your  marrying. 

Fur.  I’ll  tell  you  what  Roger — there  is  fomething  fo 
perverfe  about  you,  that  tho’  I  am  your  friend,  you 
are  always  thwarting  me. 

Doz  Becaufe  you’re  always  wrong - You  are  fo 

blinded  with  paffion,  that  you  wou’d  thruft  your  h:nd 
in  the  fire,  if  I  did  not  take  care  that  you  fhould  net 
burn  your  fingers. 

Fur.  Well,  but  dear  Dozey,  you  are  the  fore- 
horfe  of  this  parifh,  and  can  lead  the  reft  of  the  team 
as  you  pleafe.  Pray  now  con  over  this  matter  by 
yourfelf,  and  you  fhall  fit  in  mv  little  fmoakirg-roohr, 
and  have  a  bottle  of  my  beft  October  to  help  your 
ftudy,  and  when  you  have  finiihed  the  bottle,  ard 
fettled  your  mind  with  a  dram  afterwards,  meet  me 
at  the  may-pole,  and  give  your  opinion.  I  fliali  be 
there  by  that  time,  to  claim  the  girl,  and  the  legacy 
—  If  it  is  mine,  a  good  large  fee  out  of  it  /hall  be 
yours.  Remember  that. -  [Exit. 

Doz.  It  is  the  only  thing  you  have  fa  id  worth  re¬ 
membering — let  me  fee — a  large  fee,  and  a  good  bot¬ 
tle  of  October  will  do  wonders — and  yet  to  make  the 
union  of  one  and  twenty,  with  fixty-five  ft,  will  re¬ 
quire  more  fees  than  his  purfe  can  furnifh,  and  more 
October  than  ever  was,  or  ever  will  be  in  his  cellar — 

However,  not  to  be  raili - I  ll  drink  the  bottle,  and 

confider  the  cafe.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  II. 


A  Country  Profpeft 


•1  illage  and  a  M  ay  -Pole, 

Garland. 


r  f  •  * J  /? 

►  v  k  k  i  * 


a 


Lads  and  Lajfes  are  dif cover'd  dancings  while 
others  are  playing  on  the  ground . 

After  the  Dance,  they  fur  round  the  May-Pole  and 

Jtng  the  following 

CHORUS. 

O  lovely  fweet  May  ! 

'  i  he  fir  ft  of  fweet  May  ! 

Spring  opens  her  ireafure, 

Of  mirth,  love  and  pieafure 
The  earth  is  drefs’d  gay, 

vv  ^  lee  all  around,  and  we  hear  from  each  fpray, 

I  hat  nature  proclaims  it  a  feftivai  day. 


Clod.  W  ell  funs1  n>v  lades — which  of  vou  all  will 
iiave  Squire  Good  wills  legacy  ?  I  don't  believe  that 
any  ot  you  are  in  the  right  road  to  it — it  muft  be 
turn'd  over  to  the  next  year,  and  then  I  fhall  marry 
one  of  you  out  of  pitv,  and  get  double  by  it. 

Pet.  Ill  allure  you,  Goodman  Clod — I  would  not 
.nave  you  for  double,  and  double,  and  double - 


Clod .  The  grapes  are  four,  Betty — 

Nan.  W  hat  a  iin,  and  a  fhame  is  it — that-  a  poor 
girl  lliould  mils  fuch  a  fine  fortune,  for  want  of  a 
sweetheart. 

Pet.  Ids  a  fin,  and  a  fhame  that  there's  no  young 

fellow  to  be  had  for  love  or  money - The  devil  is  in 

cai  I  believe. 

dan.  They  are  like  their  betters  in  London — they 
marry,  as  they  would  do  any  thing  for  money — but 
then  they  yawn,  and  had  rather  let  it  alone. 

Clod.  What  the  duce,  have  we  got  any  maccatonies 
in  the  countrv  ? 

J 
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Bet.  Maccatonies  !  What  are  them,  Clod  ? 

Clod.  Tho  f  I  Taw  a  power  of 'em,  when  I  was  up 
among  ’em,  yet  I  hardly  know  what  to  make  of 
em. - 

Bet.  What  were  they  living  creters  ? 

Clod.  Yea,  and  upon  two  legs,  too — Such  as  they 
were. 

Nan.  Wh2t  like  Chriftians  ? 

Clod.  ’Ecod  I  don't  know  what  they’re  alike,  not 
I — they  look  like  fomething — and  yet  they  are  no¬ 
thing — I  heard  a  perlon  fay,  I  fat  next  to  at  the  fhow 
play  (for  I  would  fee  every  thing)  that  thefe  macca¬ 
tonies,  fay  themfelves  they  have  no  fouls,  and  I  fay 
they  have  no  bodies,  and  fo  we  may  we  1  Hay  that 
they  look  like  fomething,  and  are  nothing,  ecod. 

Bet.  Come  prithee  Clod,  let’s  hear  all  about  what 
you  faw  in  London,  and  about  the  fine  ladies  too, 
what  did  they  look  like,  pray  ? 

Clod.  Like  a  hundred  things,  all  in  one  day,  but 
my  fong  that  I  got  there,  will  tell  you  better  all  about 
it,  than  I  can  ? 


SONG. 

I. 

What's  a  poor  fimple  clown, 

T o  do  in  the  town, 

Of  their  freaks,  and  fagaries,  I’ll  none. 

The  folks  I  faw  there. 

Two  faces  did  wear, 

An  honeft  man  ne’er  has  but  one. 

CHORUS. 

Let  others  to  London  go  roam, 

I  love  my  neighbour, 

To  fing  and  to  labour, 

To  me  there's  nothing  like  country  and  home. 


Nay 
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II. 

Nay  the  ladies,  I  vow, 

1  cannot  tell  how. 

Were  now  white  as  curd,  and  now  red  i 
Law  !  how  would  you  ft  are, 

At  their  huge  crop  of  hair, 

?Tis  a  haycock  chop  ot  their  head  ! 

Cho.  Let  others,  &c. 

III. 

Then  his  fo  dizerfd  out, 

An  with  trinkets  about, 

With  Ribbands  and  flippets  between  $ 
They  fo  noddle  and  tofs. 

Juft  like  a  fore-horfe, 

With  tolTels,  and  beds  in  a  team. 

Cho.  Let  others,  &c. 

IV*  ' 

Then  the  fops  are  fo  fine, 

With  lank  wafted  chine, 

And  a  little  fkirnp  bit  of  a  hat  ; 

Which  from  (un,  wind,  and  rain. 
Will  not  fhelter  their  brain, 

Tho’  there's  no  need  to  take  care  of  that- 
Cho-  Let  others,  &c. 

V. 

“  Would  you  thefe  creatures  aoe, 

“  In  locks,  and  their  fhape,, 

“  Teach  a  calf  on  his  hind  legs  to  go  ; 

“  Let  him  waddle  in  gait, 

“  A  jkim-difh  on  his  pate, 

“  Axnd  he'll  look  all  the  world  like  a  Beau. 
“  Cho .  “  Let  others,  &c. 

”  VI. 

“To  keep  my  brains  right, 

“  My  bones  whole  and  tight, 

“  To  fpeak,  nor  to  look,  would  I  dare  y 
“  As  they  bake  they  fhali  brew, 

“  Old  Nick  and  his  crew* 

“  At  London  keep  Vanity  Fair. 

Cho.  “  Let  cithers,  &c* 
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AU.  Well  fung,  Clod - 

Bet .  But,  tell  us,  Clod — how  did  young  Will  Fur¬ 
row  behave  in  London  ? — he  rak’d  it  about,  I  fuppofc, 
and  that  makes  him  to  fcorntul  to  us. 

Clod.  Poor  lad  !  he  was  more  mop'd  than  I  was  ; 
he’s  not  fcornful — His  Father,  fhame  upon  him,  crofs'd 
him  in  love,  and  he  lent  him  there  to  forget  it. 

Nan.  And  he  ought  to  be  crofs'd  in  love;  what  does 
he  mean  by  taking  his  love  out  of  the  parifh  ?  if  he 
has  loft  one  there,  he  may  find  another  here,  egad, 
and  I  had  lik’d  to  have  faid  a  better. 

Clod.  Ay,  but  that’s  as  he  thinks — if  he  loves  Iamb, 

he  won’t  like  to  be  cramm’d  with  Pork - Ha,  ha, 

ha  !  v  '■ 

Bet.  His  father  v/ou’d  fend  him  to  the  market  town  to 
make  a  fchollard  of  him,  which  only  gave  him  a  han¬ 
kering  to  be  proud,  to  wear  a  tucker  and  defpife  his 
neighbours. 

Clod.  Here  he  comes,  and  let  him  fpeak  for  himfelf 
—-he  locks  as  gay  as  the  beft  of  us. 

Enter  Willi  am. 

JVm.  My  fweet  lafTes,  a  merry  May  to  you  all — I 
murt  have  the  privilege  of  the  day — Rifles  and  the 
firlt  of  May  have  ever  gone  together  in  our  Village, 
and  J  hate  to  break  thro’ a  good  old  cuftom. 

[  KiJJes  ’em] 

Bet.  Old  cuftoms  are  good  all  the  year  round,  and 

there  can’t  be  a  better  than  this - 

\Curtjy s  and  Kijfes  him. 

[The  tabor  and  pipe  is  heard.] 

Clod .  Come,  come,  adon  with  your  kifling,  for 
here  comes  the  cryer  to  proclaim ’Squire  Goodwill’s 
legacy. 

Enter  Cryer,  tabor  and  pipe  playing. 

Cry.  O  yes  !  O  yes  !  O  yes  !  Be  it  known  to  all  lads 
lafles  of  th  is  Village  of  Couple-Well,  that  George 
Goodwill,  Efq  ;  late  of  Bounty-Hall,  in  this  County, 
has  made  the  following  bequeft— You,  my  lads,  open 

your 


IO 
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your  ears,  and  you,  rhylafTes,  hold  your  tongues,  and 
hear  his  worfhip’s  legacy. 

Clod,  Silence-— Silence. 

Cryer,  reads , 

Is  there  a  maid,  and  maid  fihe  be, 

But  how  to  find  her  out,  who  knows  ? 

Clod,  Who  knows  indeed  ! 

Cry .  Silence,  and  don’t  dillurb  the  court. 

Is  there  a  maid,  and  maid  fhe  be,  [reads. 

But  how  to  find  her  out,  who  knows  ? 

Who  makes  a  choice  that’s  fit  and  free , 

To  buy  the  wedding  deaths ; 

If  fuch  rare  maid  and  match  be  found. 

Within  the  Pariili  bound, 

The  firil:  of  May, 

Shall  be  the  day, 

I  give  this' pair  a  hundred  pound. 

Gcdfa-je  the  King! 

[Exit  Cryer,  the  lads  and  lafTes  huzzaing  ! 

Wrn .  Well,  my  good  girls,  and  which  of  you  is  to 
have  the  hundred  pound  legacy  ? 

Nan.  Any  of  us,  if  you  will  give  us  a  right  and 
title — what  fay  you  to  that  Mr.  William  ?  The  money 
ought  not  to  go  out  of  the  pari  In. 

Bet.  Ay  come  now — here  are  choice  ;  you  muft  be 
very  nice  indeed,  if  one  of  us,  and  a  hundred  pound 
won’t  fatisfy  you. 

Clod.  Ecod  but  he  knows  a  trick  worth  two  of 
that.  (  a  fide. 

Bet.  Well,  what  fay  you,  Mr.  Will! 

Wm.  I  like  you  all  fo  well,  that  I  can't  find  in  my 
heart  to  take  one  of  you  without  the  others. 

Nan.  What,  would  you  make  a  great  Turk  of  us, 
and  live  like  a  heathen  in  a  ferallery  ? 
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Willi  am^ 

I. 

Yes,  I'll  give  my  heart  away, 

To  her  will  nor  forfakeit. 

Softly  maidens,  foftly  pray,  . 

You  mull  not  (hatch, 

Nor  fight,  nor  fcratch. 

But  gently,  gently  take  it. 

II. 

Ever  conftant  warm  and  true, 

The  toy  is  worth  the  keeping, 

’Tis  not  fipoild  with  faihions  new  ; 

But  full  of  love, 

It  will  not  rove - 

The  corn  is  worth  the  reaping. 

III. 

Maidens,  come,  put  in  your  claim, 

I  will  not  give  it  blindly  : 

My  heart  a  lamb,  tho’  briflc  is  tame  , 

So  let  each  lafs, 

Before  me  pafs, 

Who  wins,  pray  ufe  it  kindly. 

IV. 

All  have  fuch  bewitching  ways, 

To  give  to  one  would  wrong  ye  ; 

In  turns  to  each  my  fancy  drays ; 

So  let  each  fair, 

Take  equal  (hare, 

I  throw  my  heart  among  ye. 

Clod.  You  may  as  well  throw  your  hat  among  ’em, 
Mailer  William  ;  the  lades  cannot  live  upon  fuch 
(lender  fare,  as  a  bit  of  your  heart. 

iVm.  Then  they  muff  fad,  Clod  ;  for  I  have  not 
even  a  bit  of  my  heart  to  give  them.  ( oftde.)  What 
in  the  name  of  May,  neighbours,  comes  tripping 
thro’  Farmer  Danby  s  gate,  and  looks  like  May  from 
top  to  toe. 

Clod.  As  I  hope  to  be  rmrry’d ’t is  the  Little  Gipfy 
that  has  got  a  bit  of  your  father’s  heart  ;  aye,  and  a 
good  bit  too,  and  holds  it  fad. 


Jen. 
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Jen.  I’ll  be  hang’d  if  file’s  not  going  to  the  Grange 
now — Your  father  cafts  a  iheep's  eye  at  her — He  hin¬ 
ders  his  own  fon  from  wedding  lawfully,  while  he  is 
running  after  this  Little  Gipfy — I  hope  ihe  11  run  away 
with  his  filver  tankard 

W m.  Upon  my  word  I  think  my  father  has  a  good 
tafte.  How  long  has  ihe  been  amongft  you  ?  who  is 
fire  ?  what  is  fiie  ?  and  whence  comes  fiie  ? 

Jen.  That  we  neither  know,  nor  can  guefs — She 
always  comes  out  of  Squire  Grinly’s  Copfe,  but  no¬ 
body  knows  how  ihe  gets  there — Clod  dog’d  her  t’other 
night,  but  fhe  took  care  to  throw  fomething  in  his 
eyes,  that  ftruck  fire,  and  half  blinded  him. 

Clod.  Ay,  feath,  did  fiie  •  and  while  I  was  rub¬ 
bing  ’em,  ihe  vanished  away,  and  left  me  up  to  my 
middle  in  a  bog. 

Wm.  Poor  Clod  !  you  paid  deal ly  for  peeping. 

Bet.  I  wilh  ihe  would  fing  !  ihe  is  a  perfect  night¬ 
ingale. 

Wm~.  Hu  ill  !  hark !  I  hear  fomething— -let’s  go 
back,  or  fiie  may  be  fiiam’d  fac’d — She’s  very  young, 
and  feems  very  mod  eft — True  merit  is  always  baihful, 
and  fhould  never  want  for  encouragement  :  ihe  comes 
this  way — let  us  keep  back  a  little. 

(They  retire , 

Enter  Little  Gipsy. 

Gipsy. 

Hail,  Spring!  whofe  charms  make  narurc  gay^ 

O  breathe  fome  charm  on  me, 

That  I  mayblefs  this  joyful  day, 

Infpir'd  by  Love,  and  thee  ! 

O  Love  !  be  ail  thy  magic  mine, 

Two  faithful  hearts  to  fave  ; 

The  glory  as  the  caufe  be  thine. 

And  heal  the  wounds  you  gave. 

W hat  a  character  am  I  oblig’d  to  fupporr?  I  ihall 
certainly  be  difcover’d — the  country  folks  I  fee  are  re¬ 
tired 


\ 

\ 


The  LITTLE  GIPSEY.  13 

tir’d  to  watch  me,  and  my  fweet  heart  amen"  ’em — I 
am  more  afraid  of  a  difeovery  from  thefc,  r]  an  from 
wifer  people — Cunning  will  very  often  oveidhoot  the 
mark,  while  fimplicity  hits  it.  l  rm.fl  rely  upon  mv 
drefs  and  manner — if  1  can  but  manage  to  tell  other 

o 

people’s  fortune,  tho’  but  falfely,  I  may  really  make 
my  own. 

Clod.  She  mutters  fomething  to  herfelf ;  I  wifh  I 
could  hear  what  fhe  is  maundring  about. 

Fortune-tellers  always  do  fc — the  devil  mud 
be  always  talk'd  to  very  civilly,  and  not  loud,  or  he 
won’t  be  at  their  elbow. 

Clod.  Lord  blefs  her,  there’s  no  harm  in  her — I  wiih 
I  was  the  devil  to  be  fo  talk’d  to. 

Gip.  What  a  frolick  have  I  begun  1  fhculd  I  fuc- 
ceed,  our  prefent  diilrefs  will  double  our  fucceding 

bap  pined -  [The  country  people  come  forward. 

Your  fervant,  pretty  maids,  and  to  you  alfo  young 
men,  if  you  are  good,  for  naughtinefs,  they  fay,  has 
found  its  way  into  the  country — I  hope  none  of  you 
have  feen  it. 

IVni*  O,  yes  ;  I  have  feen  enough  of  it,  it  hangs 
about  one  like  a  ped  ;  and  for  fear  my  cloaths  iliould 
be  infedted,  I  order'd  that  they  iliould  be  burnt  before 
I  left  London. 

Clod.  Ay,  ay,  wickednefs  there  flicks  to  a  body 
like  pitch. 

Gip.  Then  I  ll  fly  away  from  the  infection,  (going. 

Jim.  No,  no,  you  little  Gipfy,  that  won't  do,  we 
mud  hear  that  fweet  voice  again,  and  have  our  for¬ 
tunes  told  before  you  go  away. 

(They  lay  hold  upon  her. 

Jen.  I  vow,  neighbours,  I  think  I  have  leen  this 
face  before. 

Gip.  It  is  not  worth  locking  upon  a  fecond  time. 

Ilf 71.  Indeed  but  it  is,  I  could  look  at  it  for  ever. 

Clod.  Ecod  and  tfo  could  I,  and  bufs  it  into  the 
bargain. 


t^orq 
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Bet .  Law,  don’t  make  fuch  a  fufs  with  the  poor 
iri,  as  if  nobody  was  worth  hiding  but  a  Gipfy — 
og  away,  child,  and  don’t  mind  ’em. 

Gip.  No  more  I  will,  miilrefs. 


Gipsy. 

I. 

O  fpread  thy  rich  mantle,  fweet  May,  o’er  the 

ground, 

Drive  the  blafts  of  keen  winter  av/ay  ; 

Let  the  birds  .fweet ly  carol,  thy  flowerets  fmile  round. 
And  let  us  with  all  nature  be  gay. 

II.  ' 

Let  fpleen,  fpight,  and  envy,  thofe  clouds  of  the 

mind,  v  '  .  f  i  %  z  ...  :  f  -  _ 

Be  difpers’d  by  the  funfhine  of  joy  ; 

The  pleafures  of  Eden  had  blefs’d  human  kind, 

Had  no  fiend  enter’d  there  to  deftroy. 

III. 

As  May  with  her  funfhine  can  warm  the  cold  earth, 
Let  each  fair  with  the  feafon  improve , 

Be  widows  reftor’d  from  their  mourning  to  mirth, 

And  hard-hearted  maids  yield  to  love. 

IV. 

With  the  treafares  of  fpring,  let  the  village  be 

drefs’d. 

Its  joys  let  the  feafon  impart  : 

When  rapture  fwelis  high,  and  o’erflows  from  each 

bread:, 

‘Tis  the  May  of  the  mind  and  the  heart. 

W?n. 
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Wm.  Now  you  have  charm’d  our  ears  one  way, 
my  fweet  Gipfy,  delight  our  hearts  by  telling  us  our 
fortunes. 

Clod .  Here  are  fine  crofs  doings  in  my  hand. 

( (hewing  it. 

Jen.  Pray  look  into  mine  firft.  ( Cleaning  her  hand) 

Dol.  Here’s  a  hand  for  you,  Gipfy  ! 

( Jbenxting  hers7  ■ 

Gip.  I  never  faw  a  worfe  in  all  my  life  ;  blefs  me  ! 
here  is — it  frights  me  to  fee  it  ! 

Dol.  Then  1  am  lure  it  will  fright  me  to  hear  it,  fo 
I’ll  flay  till  another  time. 

Wm.  Little  pretty  Gipfy,  what  fay  yon  to  mine  ? 

Gip.  (Looking  into  bis  hand)  You  have  a  dozen 
laffes  in  love  with  you,  and  are  in  love  with  none  of 
’em 

Clod.  There’s  a  little  witch  for  you  ! 

Wm.  There  you  are  cut,  Gipfy  ;  I  do  love  one 
truly  and  fincerely. 

Gip.  As  much  as  you  love  me — don’t  believe  him, 
laffes — Come,  come,  let  me  fee  your  hand  again — by 
the  faith  of  a  Gipfy,  you  are  in  love,  anxl  the  laU 
that  you  love - 

Jill.  Who  is  fhe  ?  (Getting  about  her . 

Gip.  She  is  in  this  parifli,  and  not  above  twenty 
yards  from  the  maypole. 

Clod :  The  dickens  flic  is  !  who  ?  who  is  it  ? 

( All  looking  out. 

Will.  Say  no  more,  Gipfy  ;  you  know  nothing  at 
all  of  the  matter;  you  iliould  be  whip’d  for  fibbing. 

Clod.  And  I’ll  be  the  conftable  ;  but  ’ecod  I  would 
not  hurt  her. 

Gip.  Ay,  but  I  do  know,  and  fhe  is  about  my 
fize. 

(They  all  tneafure  with  her. 

Wm.  Hold  your  tongue  I  fay — here  comes  your 
mother  1  fuppofe. 


C  2 
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Enter  Dolly,  like  an  old  Gipjy . 


JDv/.  What,  did  you  run  away  from  me  you  little 
^aS§'age  ?  Have  I  not  warned  you  from  wandering 
in  the  fields  by  yourfdf  thefe  wicked  times  ? 

Gip.  Pray,  mother,  don’t  be  angry  ;  the  morning 
was  fo  rme,  the  fields  fo  charming,  and  the  lads  and 
laifes  fo  merry,  I  could  not  fay  at  home,  and  I  knew 

you’d  come  limping  after - - 

Del,  Huffy,  huffy  !  have  not  I  told  you,  that 
when  the  kid  wanders  from  its  dam,  the  fox  will  have 


a  fereakfaft.  v 

Clod .  ’Eeod,  and  a  good  breakfaft  too — it  Makes 
my  mouth  water. 

DoL  I  don’t  much  like  the  company  you  are  in— 
who  is  that  young  rake  there  ? 

Wm.  One  that  hates  kid,  mother,  and  is  only 
giving  your  daughter  a  little  good  advice. 

DoL  Indeed  the  young  fellows  of  this  age  are  not 
fo  rampant  as  they  were  in  my  days. — Well,  my  lads 
and  laffes,  who  among  you  longs  to  know  their  for¬ 
tunes  ?  I  am  the  oideft,  and  the  bed  fortune-teller 
under  the  fun.  (They  all  gather  about  her . 

Wm.  Now,  my  dear  little  Gipfy,  you  mud  tell  me 
my  fortune.  (Yhey  retire ,  and  the  reft  get  about  Dolly . 

Jen .  Now  for  it,  mother. 


Dolly. 


Ycur.g  maids,  and  young  fwains,  if  you’re  curious  to 

know, 

What  hulbands  you’ll  have,  and  what  wives  ; 

From  above  I  can  know,  what  you’ii  do  here  below. 
And  what  you  have  done  all  your  lives  : 

Don’t  blurb  and  don’t  fear, 

As  I’m  old  l  am  wife, 

And  1  read  in  your  eyes— 

I  muft  whifper  the  red  in  your  ear. 
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li  you,  a  falfe  man,  iliould  betray  a  fond  maid, 

I’ll  read  wbat  the  liars  have  decreed  ; 

If  you,  a  fond  maid,  Jhould  be  ever  betray’d, 

You’il  be  forry  that  page  I  ihould  read. 

Don’t  blufli,  and  don't  fear,  £rc. 

If  youth  weds  old  age,  tho’  it  wallows  in  go  id, 

Wjth  lattins,  and  filks,  and  fine  watch  ; 

\  et  when  for  bafe  gold,  youth  and  beauty  is  fold, 

"I  he  devil  alone  makes  the  match. 

Don't  blufh,  and  don’t  fear,  &c. 

. “  If  an  old  man’s  fo  rafh,  to  wed  a  young  wife, 

“  Or  an  old  woman  wed  a  young  man  ; 

<(  For  luch  huflband  and  wife,  I  read  danger  and  ftrife, 
“  For  nature  detefts  fuch  a  plan. 

“  Don't  blufh,  and  don’t  fear,  &c.” 

Clod.  There's  a  flap  o’the  chops  for  old  meafter, 
’ecod,  I  wifh  he  was  here  to  thke  it. 

Jen.  But  now,  come  to  particulars,  good  Gipfy. 
Nan.  Ay,  ay,  to  particulars,  we  mu  ft  have  par¬ 
ticulars. 

Clod.  Ay,  zooks,  let's  underftand  your  gibberifh. 
idol.  Let  me  fit  down  upon  the  bench  under  yonder 
tree,  and  I’ll  tell  you  all  1  know.  ^ 

Clod.  And  he  that  defires  to  knevr  more  is  a  fool — - 
come  along.  Dime  Deal-Devil. 

(They  retire  with  Duly ,  and  then  II  illiam 

and  Gipfy  come  forward. 

IVm.  May  heaven  profper  win  t  love  has  invented  ; 
and  may  this  joyful  day  finiih  our  cares  for  ever  ! 
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DUETTO. 


IS  M  AY-DAY;  or, 

DUETTO. 

William  and  Gi?sy. 

Pafiion  of  the  pure!!  nature, 

Glows  within  this  faithful  hreaft, 

"While  I  gaze  on  each  lov'd  feature, 

Love  will  let  me  know  no  refb. . 

Thus  the  ewe  her  Iamb  carefllng. 

Watches  with  a  mother’s  fear, 

While  file  eyes  her  little  blefiing, 

Thinks  the  cruel  wolf  is  near. 

Fur.  ( %'jithout )  Where  is  the  Gipfy  ?  where  is  my 
little  Gipfv,  I  lay  ? 

Wm.  The  wolf  is  near  indeed,  for  here  comes  my 
father. 


Enter  Furrow. 


Fur.  Where  are  the  lacs  and  laiTes,  and  what  are 
you  two  doing  here  alone  ? 

ffm.  Had  I  my  will,  we  fhould  not  long  have 
been  here  alone  :  I  would  have  put  her  into  the 
hands  of  the  conilable,  and  fent  her  to  the  parifh. 

(Gipfy  looks  grave. 

Fur.  She  has  cheated  him  too- — that’s  excellent  ! 
this  is  a  rare  frolic,  faith  ( a  pale  )  You  fend  her  to  the 
conilable,  you  booby  ! — I  fhould  have  put  you  in  the 
flocks  if  you  had,  Sirrah— don’t  be  grave,  my  little" 
pretty  Gipfy,  that  bumpkin  fhan’t  hurt  you — what  a 
fine  may-game  this  is  ! — I  love  her  more  than  ever  ! — 
111  marry  her  to-day,  ana  have  the  hundred  pounds 
too— - —  (  a  fide. 

Gip.  I’ll  go  home  oire&ly,  I  can’t  bear  to  fee  that 
young  man  lock  io  crofs,  (going. 

Fur , 
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Fur.  You  fhall  go  to  my  home,  my  dainty  fweet 
Gipfy,  and  make  him  look  croffer. 

IVm.  I  wonder,  father,  you  are  not  afham’d  of 
yourfelf,  to  be  impos'd  upon  by  fuch  a  little  pilfering 
creature,  fhe  ought  to  be  whip’d  from  village  to 

village,  and  made  an  example  of. - 

Fur.  How  the  fool  is  taken  in — I’m  out  of  my 
wits  ( afide.)  I  ll  make  an  example  of  you,  rafcal,  if 
you  don’t  fpeak  more  tenderly  to  that  lady. 

Wm.  Lady  !  a  fine  lady  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Gip.  Don’t  put  yourfelf  into  a  rage  with  him,  he 
is  mad  they  fay,  mad  for  love. 

Fur.  So  am  I  too — 1  am  his  father,  and  have 
more  right  to  be  mad  than  he  has. 

Win.  A  lady  ! — A  Gipfy  lady  ! — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fur.  And  what  is  more,  Mr.  Impudence,  die 
dial!  be  my  lady — and  then  what  will  you  lay  to  that, 
rafcal  ? 

JVm.  That  you  have  got  a  fine  lady 
Fur.  Have  I  given  you  a  good  education  you  un¬ 
grateful  whelp  yt  u,  to  laugh  at  me  ?  Get  cut  of 
my  fight,  or  I'll  fpoil your  mummery — I  will — 

(Holding  up  his  (lick. 

IVm.  I  am  gone,  Sir — one  word  if  you  pleafe— 
You  prevented  me  from  being  happy  with  the  choice 
of  my  heart,  and  to  one  fuperior  to  her  fex  in  every 
quality  of  the  mind,  and  now  without  the  execufe  of 
youth  on  your  part,  or  the  lead  merit  on  her’s — As 
you  have  made  me  miferable  with  :  reat  cruelty, 
you  are  going  to  make  yourfelf  lo  without  reafon. 
And  fo,  Sir,  I  am  your’s  and  that  fair  lady’s  very 
humble  fervant — Ha,  ha,  ha!  ( Exit  William. 

Fur.  If  I  had  not  refolved  not  to  be  in  a  padion 
the  firft  of  May,  the  fedival  of  our  Village,  I  lliould 
have  fent  him  to  the  bottom  of  our  horfe-pond  ;  but 
1  can’t  help  laughing  neither,  you  have  done  it  fo 
featly — How  the  poor  boy  was  taken  in  !  he  I  he  ! — 
fine  frolick,  faith  !  And  now',  jVIifs,  I  will  open  my 
my  mind  more  to  you  j  why  diould  we  lofe  a  hundred 
pounds  ? — I’ll  marry  you  to  day — the  better  day,  the 
better  deed.'— What  fay  you,  my  little  Gipfy  ? 

Gip. 
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Gip.  It  will  make  a  great  noife  ! 

Fur .  I  love  a  noife — what  is  any  body  good  for* 
without  noife —be fid es  we  ihall  be  the  happieft  cou¬ 
ple  for  a  hundred  miles  round. 

Gip.  Not  while  your  fon  is  miferable — make  .him 
happy  firft,  and  then  nobody  can  blame  you. 

Fur.  What  a  fweet  creature  you  are  !  Don’t 
trouble  your  head  about  fuch  a  fellow,  I’ll  turn  him 
cut  of  the  houfe  to  feek  his  fortune,  and  fo  he  ll  be 
provided  for. 

Gip.  If  he  is  not  happy,  I  Ihall  be  miferable,  nor 
would  I  be  a  Queen  at  the  expence  of  another's  hap- 
pinefs,  for  ail  the  world. 

Fur.  What  a  fweet  creature  you  are  ! — and  how 
happy  fhaii  I  be  ;  the  rafcal  ihall  know  your  kind- 
riefs  to  him,  and  how  little  he  deferves  it — it  Ihall  be 
done,  and  the  \  iliage  ihall  know  it  is  all  your  do¬ 
ings.  And  here  they  come  !  now  for  it  !  I  am  ten 
times  happier  than  I  was  this  morning  ! 

Enter  all  the  Lads  and  Laffes . 

Come,  where  is  my  fon,  where  is  Scapegrace  ? 

Clod.  Here,  mailer  William  ! 


Enter  W illiam. 

Here’s  Scapegrace,  S  r. 

Fur.  Now  you  ihall  know  what  a  fine  lady  this  is, 
or  rather  how  uni  ke  a  fine  lady  Ihe  is.  This  pilferer, 
wretch,  baggage,  and  fo  on — ihe  vows  not  to  be  made 
happy  till  you  are  fo — and  fo  being  prevailed  upon  by 
pi€r— and  her  alone — I  give  you  my  confent  to  marry 
the  girl  you  were  fo  fond  of,  or  any  girl  of  character, 
and  before  all  my  neighbours  here,  on  this  joyful 
holiday,  the  firft  of  May,  and  1  likewife  confent  to 
give  you  the  Bilberry-farm,  and  to  maintain  her  and 
my  grand  children- 

IVm.  If  you  indulge  my  inclinations,  I  have  no 
right  to  find  fault  with  your's — be  my  choice  where  it 
will,  you  will  be  fatisfy’d. 

Fur* 
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Fur.  More  than  fatisfy’d — I  will  rejoice  at  it,  and 
reward  it — name  the  party,  hoy. 

(The  girls  ft  and  all  round  with  great 
fteeming  anxiety. 

Wm .  I  always  did  obey  yon,  and  will  now. 

( looking  at ,  and pajfttng  by  the  other  girls, 
This — this  is  my  choice. 

takes  the  Little  Oipfty  by  the  hand.) 

Clod.  Zook's  !  here's  a  fine  over-turn  in  a  liorfe- 
pond.  (aftde.) 

Fur.  He’s  crack’d  fure  ! 

Wm%  I  was,  Sir,  and  aimed  broken  hearted  ;  but 
your  kindnefs,  confent,  and  generofity,  have  made  me 
a  man  again,  and  thus  we  thank  you. 

(They  kneel  to  him.) 

Fur.  This  is  fome  may-game — do  you  know  her  ? 
— and  does  die  know  you  ? 

IV m.  We  have  known  each  other  long — this  is  fhe 
father,  I  faw,  lov'd,  and  was  betroth’d  to  ;  but  your 
command  feparated  us  for  a  time- — in  my  abfence  to 
London,  /he  was  here  under  the  name  of  Helton  ; 
wou  faw  her  often,  and  lik’d  her,  nay  lov’d  her — it 
was  our  innocent  device,  that  you  might  fee  her 
remits,  and  not  think  ’em  unworthy  of  your  fon — 
you  over-run  our  expectations,  and  we  delayed  the 
difcovery  till  this,  we  hope,  happy  moment. 

Clod.  You  mud  forgive  ’em,  mealier. 

All.  To  be  fure. 

Fur.  I  can’t — I  am  trick’d  and  cheated — I  can’t 
recal  the  farm  ;  but  I  can,  and  I  will — — 

( walks  about  angrily . 

Clod.  Be  more  fool  hit  if  you  pleafe — you  have 
.  tricked,  and  cheated  yourielf,  mealier — but  heaven 
has  been  kind  to  you,  and  fet  all  to  rights  again - - 

'  '  .  Gif. 
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Gipsy. 

( AddreJJtng  he rf elf  to  Furrow.) 

I  • 

Love  reigns  this  fcafon,  makes  his  choice, 

And  fhall  not  we  wjth  birds  rejoice  ? 

O  calm  your  rage,  hear  nature  fay, 

Be  kind  wdth  me  the  fir  ft  of  May. 

11. 

Would  you,  like  mifers,  hate  to  blefs, 

Keep  wealth  from  youth  you  can’t  poffefs  ? 

To  nature  hark,  you’ll  hear  her  fay, 

Be  kind  with  me  the  firjl  of  May. 

in. 

Oh  !  then  be  bounteous,  like  the  fpring, 
Which  makes  creation  fport  and  ling, 

With  nature  let  your  heart  be  gay, 

Ana  both  be  kind  this  ftrft  of  May. 


Fur.  I  won’t  be  fung  cut  of  my  fenfes - - 

Enter  Dozy ,  drunk. 

Doz.  Where  is  he  ?  w  here  is  the  bridegroom  ?  I 
have  it,  I  have  it — G&oher  has  done  it  ! — it  has 
infpired  me  !  and  the  legacy  fliall  be  old  George 
Furrow’s,  or  I  will  never  tafte  Odlober  again — I  have 
got  you  the  money,  old  hov  !  (claps  him  on  the  jboulder .) 

Fur .  You  are  got  drunk,  you  old  fool,  and  I  don’t 
want  the  money,  (fulky ). 

Doz.  What  l  you  are  fiek  of  marriage,  and  don’t 
want  the  wife  perhaps — did  not  I  t eft  you,  it  was  not 
fit  ?  was  not  I  free  enough  to  tell  you  fo  ? — it  is  not 

fit-  .  - 

Fur.  This  drunken  old  fool  compleats  my  mifery. 

Doz.  Old  fool  !  what  Mr.  Pot,  do  youabufe  your 
friend  kettle  r — old  fool  am  I  ? — now  judge,  neigh¬ 
bours —  I  have  been  drinking  October  to  make  this  a 
joyful  May-Day,  and  he  wants  to  marry  a  young  girl 
to  turn  it  into  fackcloth  and  allies — wrho's  old  fool 
now  ? 

Fur .  Take  him  away. 


Doz. 
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Doz.  I  fhall  take  myfelf  away — LafTes,  if  any  of 
you  long  for  the  legacy,  and  are  not  engaged,  I  arn 
your  man — that  old  fellow,  there,  would  have  married 
a  child  in  fober  fadnefs  ;  but  I  have  been  courting  a 
good  bottle  of  October,  and  now,  having  loll  my 

ienfes,  I  am  free  and  fit  to  marry  any  body - 

«  (Exit  reeling .) 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fur.  Where’s  Doily  ? — was  fhe  in  this  plot  ? 

Wm.  In  that  part  of  it  you  gave  her  :  fhe  performed 
the  old  Gipfy  to  a  miracle,  as  thefe  lafTes  can  teftify, 
and  then  went  home  to  prepare  the  May  fealL 

Fur .  I  will  have  no  feail  (/h/£y.) 

Jen.  Was  file  the  old  Gipfy  ? 

Bet.  It  is  all  a  dream  to  me  ! 

Fur.  I  can’t  come  to  rights  again. - 

(Fhe  lads  and  lafjes  pufh  the  Gipfy  and  William 
towards  him ,  faying — to  him. 

Clod.  Never  was  known  fuch  a  thing  as  ill-nature 
and  unkindnefs  in  our  village,  on  the  firft  of  May, 
for  thefe  ten  thoufand  years. 


FINALE. 

CLOD. 

Shall  our  hearts  on  May-day, 

Lack  and  a  well  day  ! 

Want  their  recreation  ? 

No,  no,  no,  it  can't  be  fo. 

Love  with  us  mufl  bud  and  blow, 
Unblighted  by  vexation. 

WILLIAM. 

Shall  a  maid  on  May-day, 

Lack  and  a  well  a  day  ! 

Die  of  defperation  ? 

No,  no,  no,  for  pity’s  fake 
To  your  care  a  couple  take, 

And  give  ’em  confolation. 


GIPSY. 
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GIPSY. 

Shall  a  youth  o*  May-day, 

Lack  and  a  well  a  day  ? 

Lament  a  reparation  ? 

No,  no,  no,  the  lad  is  true. 

Let  him  have  of  love  his  due, 

Indulge  his  inclination. 

FURROW. 

Shall  my  heart  on  May-day, 

Lack  and  a  well  a  day  ! 

Refufeits  approbation  ? 

No,  no,  no,  within  our  bread:. 

Rage,  revenge,  and  fuch  like  giiefls, 
Should  ne’er  have  habitation. 

WILLIAM  and  GIPSY. 

We  no  mere  on  May- day, 

O,  what  a  happy  day  ! 

Shall  never  know  vexation  : 
No,  no,  no,  your  worth  we  ll  ling, 
Join  your  name  to  bounteous  fpring, 
In  kind  commemoration  ! 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

“  Cold  winter  will  fly, 
i(  When  fpring’s  warmer  (ky, 

“  The  charms  of  young  nature  difplay  ; 
“  When  the  heart  is  unkind, 

“  With  the  frofl  of  the  mind, 
c<  Benevolence  melts  it  like  May'* 


END  of  M  A  Y  -  D  A  Y. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


/Tj^H  E  Author  would  confider  himfelf 
8  wanting  in  Gratitude,  fhould  he 
omit  this  opportunity,  of  returning  his 
fincere  Thanks  to  his  Friends,  and  the 
Public  in  general,  for  the  Countenance 
and  Support  given  this  Piece,  in  the  Re- 

prefen tation. - Defirous  of  adding  to 

their  Satisfaction,  and  relying  on  their 
wonted  Good-Nature,  he  now  submits  it 
to  their  perufal,  humbly  hoping,  they  will 
make  Allowance  for  the  incorrect nefs  of 
a  firft  Attempt,  from  one,  whofe  foie 
Ambition  was  to  render  it  a  pleafing  Re- 
paft  to  his  fellow  Citizens. 


DEDICAT  ION. 


T  O 


THOMAS  RYDER,  Efq; 


DEPUTY  MASTER  of  the  REVELS, 
and  Manager  of  the  Theatre-Royal, 
Smock-alley,  Dublin. 


S  I  R, 


L  L  thofe  converfant  in  theatrical 


j.  Affairs,  fmce  you  became  Manager, 
muff  have  perceived  with  what  avidity 
and  diligence  you  fought  the  Public 
Efteem  ;  you  have  engaged  the  belt  Per¬ 
formers  at  a  Time  when  you  had  no  Com¬ 
petitor,  and  reclaimed  the  Stage  from 
feveral  Enormities  unheeded  by  your 
Predeceffors. 

Every’  Perfon  who  wifhes  to  fee  our 
Theatre  on  a  refpedtable  footing  fhould 
ailift,  or  at  lead  acknowledge,  your  fpi- 
rited  and  laudable  Undertakings  :  Accept, 


A  2 


therefore 


t  4  ] 

therefore,  on  my  part  this  firft  Effort  of 
an  infant  Mufe. — I  confefs  it  is  a  Trifle, 
and  allure  you,  I  had  little  hopes  of  its 
Succefs  but  from  the  Confideration  that 
every  Species  of  Comedy  has  long  been 
indebted  to  your  Fancy  and  Judgment 
for  beauties  fcarce  thought  of  by  the 
Authors. 


Your  alacrity,  Sir,  in  bringing  this 
Piece  on  the  ftage  is  a  convincing  Proof 
of  your  earneft  defire  to  pleafe:  andalfo 
manifefts  your  zeal  for  encouraging  the 
Genius  of  the  Nation. 

I  assure  you,  Sir,  it  affords  me  a  very 
particular  Plealure,  that  while  the  Town 
is  doubtful  whether  to  admire  you  moft  as 
the  Aftor,  or  the  Private  Gentleman,  I  am 
favoured  with  this  Opportunity  of  letting 
you  know,  with  how  much  Refpeft  and 
Efleem,  I  am,  Sir, 

Your  moft  obliged, 

And  moft  obedient, 
Humble  Servant, 

-  ,  The  AUTHOR. 

Dublin,  Nov.  23,  1775. 


PROLO  GU  E 


Spoken  by  Mr.  OWENS. 

TO  roufe  your  generous  fpirits  into  f 'miles , 

T'  expofe  the  cunning  fharpers  fraudful  wiles  ; 
To  Jlem  the  Paffions ,  fume  weak  minds  have  caught , 

T o  night  the  Barber  on  the  Jlage  is  brought. 
yf  Barber — yes ,  a  Barber — nothing  lefs  ; 

TouTl  fay  he  fhaves  perhaps — that' s  one  good guefs . 
But  l  ho'  he  does ,  before  the Jlory  ends , 

He' s  Jhav'd  and  drefs'd himfelf  to  make  amends. 

With  Combing,  powdering,  and  perfuming  arty 
He  thinks  to  puff  with  love  a  lady' s  heart  : 

But  then  a  Mr.  Steady  curbs  his fcheming, 

And  /hews  the  fool  that  he  was  only  dreaming. 

If  this  y'  approve,  ’ twill  pay  the  Author's  pain , 
li  hofe  foie  ambition  is  to  entertain. 

Long  time  has  London  jufily  bore  the  [way , 

Fore 7ii of  to  cherijh  either  Farce  or  Play. 

This  caus  'd  Hibernian  bards ,  what  e'er  they  writ 
Thither  to  fetid  the  bantlings  of  their  wit. 

Our  fripling  author ,  fir  d  with  native  zeal, 
Scorns  from  his  country's  judgment  to  appeal  • 
Convinc'd  there' s  none  more  learn' d — none  more  polite , 
And  candour  ever  will,  with  fenfe  unite. 

To  you,  therefiore,  he  freely  yields  his  caufe. 

Lur'd  by  the  profpecl  of  your  kind  applaufe. 

He  hopes  his  inexperience  of  the  (lage, 

I  Fill,  when  con/tder'd,  foot  he  the  Critic's  rage  .* 

The  thought  firfi  pleas'd  himfelf,  as Jome thing  new  • 
Now  doubly  happy — if  it  plea  fes  you. 

Be  fide  s,  a  firfi  attempt  your  favour  claims  ; 

'Thus you'll  encourage  new  poetic  themes  • 

For  damp  a  Genius ,  fir  ait  his  pafiion  dies , 

Four  plaudits  grant ,  then  emulous  he'll  rife  ■ 

Flutter  his  pinions ,  and  attempt  the  files. 


D  R  A- 


/ 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


Mr.  Steady, 
Jerry,  his  Man, 
Jemmy  Curlpate, 
Tony  Tickle-^ 
chops,  his  Man, 3 
Kelp,  a  Chandler, 
Shuttle,  a  Weaver 
Cutwell,  aShop-  ■) 
keeper,  3 

Cabbage,  a  drun- } 
ken  Taylor,  3 

Mifs  Melmont, 

Lucy  her  Maid, 


Mr.  Wheeler, 

Mr.  Forde, 

Mr.  Vandermere- 

Mr.  Parker, 

Mr.  Mahar. 

Mr.  Kane. 

Mr.  Glenvil. 

Mr.  Jackson, 

Mrs.  Barry. 

Mrs,  Brown, 
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A  C  T  I.  SCENE  1. 

D i /'covers  a  Room  in  Steady’s  Ho ufe - En t e r 

Stead  y y  follow'd  by  bis  Man. 

AIR  I. 


Steady. 


WHAT  pleating  thoughts  the  fenfes  charm, 
When  long  fought  blifs  is  nigh  ; 

What  thrilling  hopes  my  foul  alarm, 

To  meet  my  fair,  I  fly. 

II. 


The  failor  thus  when  florins  furceafe, 
His  native  land  i:i  view, 

W  ith  joy  furveys  the  happy  place  ; 
And  bids  his  cares  adieu. 


Jerry.  Why,  Sir,  you  leein  much  rejoiced  at 
coming  to  Dublin. 

Steady.  Ye%  lerry,  how  can  I  he  otherwife, 
when  it  contains  all  that  is  dear  to  me. 

Jerry.  Well,  but  Sir,  you  ought  not  to  be  too 
fure  of  any  thing  :  women  are  changeable  crea¬ 
tures,  and  who  knows  how  many  new  lovers  your 
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miftrefs  may  have  got,  during  our  three  months 
ahfence? 

Steady.  Why,  faith  I  mud  confefs  a  perfon  of 
Mifs  Melmont’s  beauty  and  accomplishments,  can 
never  be  without  a  number  of  admirers, — but 
then  I’m  certain,  She  is  far  fuperior  to  that  frail 
and  inconftant  difpofition  you  (peak  of ;  befides. 
I’ve  received  fuch  affurances  of  fidelity  from  her, 
that  now  ’twould  be  next  to  impiety  to  defpair. 

Jerry.  I  wonder,  Sir,  fhe  never  anfwered  the  let¬ 
ters  you  fent  her  from  the  country. 

Steady.  That,  fhe  never  promifed,  from  a  cer¬ 
tain  delicacy  which  I  know  ihe  poffeffes,  in  per¬ 
haps  too  high  a  degree — the  affurances  I  fpeak  of 
w  ere  before  I  left  town. 

Jerry.  All  this  may  be  true.  Sir.  What  I  urge 
is  from  experience,  w7hich,  with  humble  fubmifiion. 
Sir,  I  take  to  be  the  true  way  of  reafoning. — I’m 
fure  no  one  could  get  more  affurances  than  I  did 
from  Dolly  Weathercock,  yet  the  baggage  deceiv’d 
me  after  all,  and  ran  away  with  Tom  Dangletail 
your  honour’s  old  footman. 

Steady.  But  then  you  know,  jerry,  fince  I  lafl  faw 
her,  I’ve  got  an  augmentation  to  my  fortune  of 
five  hundred  a  year  by  the  death  of  my  uncfe,  and 
am  now  doubly  happy  that  I  have  it  in  my  power 
to  convince  her,  my  love  was  difinterefled. 

Jerry.  That,  Sir,  I  mult  confefs  may  do  fome- 
thing  ;  yet  I  remember  ycu  were  very  unwilling  to 
go,  when  tent  f :  -  by  that  fame  uncle. 

Steady.  Tru 

affections,  i  almolt  incurred  his  total  difpleafure. 

Jerry.  However,  I  think  Fortune  has  made  you 
a  tolerable  rellitution  for  your  trouble  in  that  jour¬ 
ney:  but,  pray  Sir,  when  do  you  intend  to  vifit 
your  midi efs  ? 

Steady.  Immediately  •  for  every  moment  will 
feeui  an  age  to  me,  ’till  I  Lave  an  opportunity  of 

telling 


ue,  '  ath  to  leave  the  mifrrefs  of  my 
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telling  her  my  fuccefs,  and  giving  her  fieili  afluran- 
ces  ot  my  unalterable  attachment. 

Jerry.  Well,  I  with  you  fuccefs,  Sir  ;  but  as  I 
told  you  before  women  are  ftrange  cattle. 

AIR  II. 

TW  you  toil  and  you  pain, 

A  fair  nrftrefs  to  gain  ; 

And  th o’  often  file  feems  to  approve  Sir, 

If  one  moment  away, 

Her  affections  will  llray  ; 

And  another  engages  her  love  Sir. 

II. 

For  females  you’ll  find, 

Veer  about  like  the  wind, 

Kay  ttare-nor,  the  practice  is  common  ; 

From  the  young  to  the  old, 

This  maxim  will  hold, 

What  is  new  fucceeds  beft  with  a  woman. 

[ Exeunt  federally* 

.  SCENE  II.  The  Jlreet, 

Enter  Curlpate,  examining  his  pocket-hook. 

Curl.  Let  me  fee, — there’s  my  Lady  Loverout, 
and  Lady  Courtly,  mult  be  attended  three  times  a 
week  by  myfelt,  and  four  times  by  my  boys,  or 
journeymen. — My  Lady  Vilit,  and  Mifs  Brittle,  on 
the  fame  terms  ;  but  Mrs.  Falliionable,  and  Lady 
Midnight,  I  mult  abfolutely  attend  twice  a  day,  or 
lofe  their  cutlom  : — then  there’s  Mifs  Melmont, 
ilie,  poor  foul,  I  think,  has  taken  fuch  a  fancy  to 
my  fweet  perlon,  ’twould  be  madnefi  or  tome  thing 
worle,  to  negUCt  keeping  it  up  with  her.— Now 
for  my  male  cullomers : —There’s  Doctor  Magne¬ 
sia,  Counfellor  Fingerfee 


Enter 
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Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy,  O,  Mr.  Curlpate,  Pm  glad  to  fee  you. 
Mr.  Steady  and  his  man  are  juft  arrived  from  the 
country  ;  I  faw  them  pafs  by  this  morning. 

Curl.  Zounds !  now  or  never  is  our  time,  left 
Mifs  Melmont’s  affections  for  Mr.  Steady  fhou’d 
again  revive,  and  I  be  totally  rejected. 

Lucy.  Or,  rather,  all  our  fchemes  be  blafted,  by 
her  difcovering  how  much  we’ve  deceiv’d  her,  in 
our  reports  of  his  faifehood. 

Curl.  Very  true  $  but  don’t  you  think  fhe  really 
loves  me  ? 

Lucy.  Pm  fure  you  think  fo. 

Curl.  Not  without  reafon,  Lucy.  Has  fhe  not 
difcover’d  it  by  many  little  occurrences  • — as  for 
example  : — fhou’d  a  pin  fall  from  me  at  the  time 
of  drefting,  fhe’d  ftoop  for  it  herfelf; — Pd  then 
alk  her  Ladyfhip’s  pardon  ; — She’d  reply,  it  gave 
her  pleafure  to  affift  me.— Sometimes  fhe’d  fay, 
fhe  really  thought  we  Hair-dreffers  earn’d  our  mo¬ 
ney  very  hardly  ; — Pd  immediately  anfwer  in  the 
affirmative  ;  and  from  thence  take  an  opportunity 
of  borrowing  a  little  money  from  her, — which  fhe, 
poor  foul  would  fcarcely  e’er  refufe.  ( Ajfededly. ) 

Lucy .  I  know  her  to  be  extremely  good-natur’d. 

Curl.  Particularly  to  me,  Lucy.  But  my  dear 
girl,  h  ave  you  taken  care  to  be  continually  praifing 
me  to  her,  and  railing  againft  Mr.  Steady  as  you 
prom i fed  ? 

Lucy.  That,  I  do  every  opportunity.  But  really, 
Mr.  Curlpate,  the  talk  has  fo  much  difficulty  in  it, 
and  fo  little  allowed  for  travelling  charges,  that  a 
poor  waiting  maid’s  fpirits  can’t  fupport  it  rightly. 
• — Befides,  Mr.  Curlpate,  my  confcience,  you  know 
— confcience - 

Curl.  I  underftand  you,  it  wants  fomething  to 
pacify  it  •  but  my  dear,  dear  A4rs.  Lucy,  if  you 
had  confcience  you  wou’d  not— 

Lucy. 
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Lucy .  I  know,  Mr.  Steady  was  always  very  gene¬ 
rous  to  me. 

Curl.  Well  he  might,  he  is  not  to  give  you  five 
huncred  pounds  the  day  of  his  marriage  as  I  am. 

Lucy.  O,  fie,  Mr.  Curlpate,  I  thought  you  had 
more  delicacy  than  to  upbraid  me,  for  thus  aiding 
your  favcuiite  fcheme. — You  know  with  what  re¬ 
luctance  1  at  firft  confented — And  if  I  had  not  a 
very  particular  regard  for  you,  it  is  not  twice  the 
paltry  bribe  of  five  hundred  pounds,  cou’d  ever 
pievail  with  me. — Though  you  might  well  fpare 
half  a  thoufand  out  of  ten,  confidering  your  prefent 
circumftances. 

Curl.  But  conlider,  Lucy,  five  hundred  pounds 
is  agoed  rounc  fum — five  hundred  pounds  is — is — is 
five  hundred  pounds. — A  very  pretty  beginning  for 
a  lady’s-maid  let  me  tell  you,  then,  in  cafe  you 
and  your  mitlrefs  fihou’d  chance  to  part  at  any 
time,  why  you  might  commence  bufinefs  in  the 
millenery  way,  and  in  a  little  time  marry  a  gentle¬ 
man  yourfelf  hufley. 

Lucy.  Ay,  if  I  had  your  arrogant  and  fcheming 
diipotit ion ,  perhaps  I  might;  but  don’t  think  to 
put  me  eff  in  this  manner. — I  dare  fay,  if  I  had 
truck  to  Mr.  Steady^’s  intereft,  as  I’ve  done  to 
yrours,  I  fihou’d  this  day  be  fingering  ten  or  twenty 
guineas' of  his — and  you  know,  a  bird  in  hand,  is 
worth  two  in  the  bufh. 

Curl.  What  an  unconfcionable  jade  it  is, — how¬ 
ever,  I  mud  now  go  through  with  it.  (Aftde.)  I 
have  but  one  half-guinea  in  the  world,  and  that 
1  borrowed  of  your  miftrefs  yeilerday  morning — 
here  it  is.  (Gives  it  reludantly . ) 

Lucy.  Well,  then,  fince  you’re  fo  generous,  I’ll 
tell  you  how  the  cafe  (lands:  I’ve  back’d  all  your 
ilories  and  lies,  concerning  Mr.  Steady,  fo  well, 
and  taken  fuch  care  none  of  his  letters  (Kou’d 
come  to  my  lady’s  hands,  that  at  prefent  fihe  ap¬ 
pears  quite  off  with  him;  my  next  bufinefs  is  to 

propofe 
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propofe  you,  and  I  hope,  in  little  time,  we  fhali 
fee  you  tack’d  to  her  for  life. 

Curl.  When  that  happens,  you  little  rogue  you, 
I  believe  you  know  what’s  to  follow. 

Lucy.  I’m  conhdent  Mr.  Curlpate,  will  not  be 
wotfe  than  his  word. 

Curl.  O,  Lucy,  upon  my  honour. 

Lucy.  Enough — I  mud  hade  to  keep  up  my  mif* 
trefs’s  fufpicions  againd  Mr.  Steady. 

Curl .  By  all  means— and  I  fhail  be  fhortly  after 
you,  with  a  frelh  budget  of  lies  for  the  fame  pur- 
pofe. 

A  I  R  III. 

Curl.  Go  then,  ray  dear  Lucy,  and  profper  in  this, 
You  know  what  1  mean  to  bedow, 

You  know,  &c. 

Lucy.  Why,  faith,  If  I  can  but  unite  you  to  Mils, 
Her  fortune  will  bear  it,  you  know,  you  know7. 
Her  fortune,  &c. 

Curl.  O,  then  how  I’ll drut, and  will fvvagger  about, 
And  make  fuch  an  elegant  fhow, 

And  make,  &c.. 

Lucy .  Then  your  puffs,  to  be  fure,  and  your  pins 
you’ll  throw  out, 

And  the  Barber  will  change  to  a  Beau, 
a  Beau, 

And  the  Barber,  &c. 

Curl.  Next  to  drums,  routs  and  balls,  and  affem- 
blies  and  plays, 

With  my  fabre  to  frighten  my  foe. 

With  my  febre,  &c. 

Lucy.  O,  Lard  !  how  your  dudy  companions  will 
gaze 

To  fee  you  bedizen’d  out  fo, 

To  fee  you,  &c. 

Curl.  Then  I’ll  wear  a  laced  coat,  and  I’ll  be  a 
great  man, 

Lucy .  That’s  if  nothing  our  purpofe  o’erthrow, 
Both .  That’s  if  nothing,  &c. 


Curl, 
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Curl .  I’ll  ride  in  my  chariot. 

Lucy.  — - You  mean  if  you  can. 

But  fareweii  it’s  time  we  fhou’d  go, 

But  farewell,  &c. 

Both.  But  fareweii  it’s  time  we  iliould  go, 

But  fareweii,  &c.  [Exeunt  federally. 


SCENE  III.  Miss  Melmoxt’s  Apartments . 

Mifs  Mel.  Thefe  reports,  concerning  Mr.  Stea¬ 
dy’s  infidelity,  alarm  me  pad  enduring  ;  every  day 
produces  fome  new  tale  to  his  difadvantage,  but 
his  not  writing  to  me,  too  plainly  confirms  what 
I  hear  of  him. 

AIR  IV. 


What  could  keep  my  tedious  lover. 
If  his  heart  were  true  to  me  • 

God  of  Love  fend  home  my  r over, 
Or  from  this  anguiili  fet  me  free. 
If  he  be  wrrong’d,  then  I  am  happy, 
Aii  my  doubts  will  foon  be  o’er  ; 
Then  nought  lliall  grieve  me, 
Nor  none  deceive  me, 

Then  we’ll  meet  to  part  no  more. 


But  why  purfue  thefe  foolifh  fancies, 
Ev’ry  thought  his  guilt  proclaims  ; 
Vain  are  all  my  hop’d' lor  pleasures, 
Fla' thing,  unlubuantiai  dreams. 

No  longer  I’ll  indulge  this  weaknefs, 
Love,  no  more,  thy  pow’r  I’ll  own  . 
Henceforth  difdaining. 

All  fond  complaining, 

Reafon  lliall  refame  her  throne. 


Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  O ,  Ma'am,  I've  juft  feen  Mr.  Curlpafc* 
your  hair-drelfer,  who  was  going  to  my  Lady  Fan  - 
cyfull’s,  with  one  of  the  prettied:  toupee’s  I  ever 
law.  Well,  it  there  be  a  good  workman  in  all 

ft  Dub- 


l4  MODERN  HONOUR,  or, 

Dublin,  ’tis  certainly  he. — —What  elegance  ! - * 

What  fashion  ! — What  a  tafte  ! — 

Mifs  Mel.  What  ails  the  girl  ? 

Lucy.  And  then  the  manner  of  his  drefling  : 
How  dexteroufly  he  frizes  ! — Lard  !  Ma’am,  with 
what  neatnefs  he  handles  his  machine. — I  wiili  I 
were  a  lady  of  fortune  for  his  fake. 

Mi fs  Mel.  Indeed,  Lucy,  you  furprize  me  ;  why 
you’re  always  praifing  this  young  man. 

Lucy .  No  wonder,  Ma’am,  Mr.  Curlpate  is  an 
old  acquaintance  ; — but  if  I  had  never  feen  him, 
till  he  came  to  drefs  your  Ladyfhip,  I  muff  have 
admir’d  him,  he’s  fo  polite  ! — fo  complaifant  !— fo 
genteel  ! — fo  honourable  ! — fo  handfome  !— in 
fhort,  Ma’am,  fo  accompiiihed,  in  every  particular, 
that — ■ 

Mifs  Mel.  Hold,  hold,  Lucy,  for  mercy’s  fake, 
what  are  you  going  to  make  of  him  ? 

Lucy.  No  more,  Ma’am,  than  what  he  really  is, 
a  fine  gentleman. 

A  I  R.  V. 

Young  Jemmy  is  handfome,  in  ev’ry  degree. 

He’s  tal  ,  he  is  (lender,  and  brifk  as  a  bee  ; 

He’s  mild  and  good  humour’d,  genteel  and  polite, 

And  form’d,  I  am  fure,  to  give  joy  and  delight. 

But  w7ho  can  exceil  him  in  curling  the  hair  : 

But  who  can,  &c. 

He’ll  comb  it  and  drefs  it,  and  roll  it  and  prefs  it. 
And  then,  with  what  judgment,  he’ll  ftick  his  pin 
there. 

But  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  Ma'am,  he’ll  be  here- 
immediately,  and  he  told  me  he  had  fomething 
very  particular  to  fay  concerning  Mr.  Steady. 

Mils  Mel.  What’s  the  flory  now,  I  wonder  ?  Why 
he  feems  to  make  it  his  bulinefs  to  enquire  after 
Mr.  Steady’s  affairs. 

Lucy.  You  know,  Ma’am,  perfons  of  his  profef- 
fion  are  liable  to  hear  a  deal  of  news — and  his  ufe- 
ful,  and  timely  intelligence,  may  prevent  you  from 

throw’- 
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throwing  yourfelf  into  the  arms  of  fo  unworthy  a 
perfon  as  Mr.  Steady. 

Mifs  Mel.  He  really  is  unworthy,  if  thefe  re¬ 
ports  be  true  :  what’s  your  opinion,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  I  think  they’re  very  true  Ma’am. 

Mils  Mel.  You  do. 

Lucy.  Indeed  I  do.  O, Ma’am,  fince  he  went  to 
the  country  he’s  become  a  downright  Libertine  ! — 
A  general  lover,  Ma’am. — You  fee  he  hafn’t  wrote 
a  fyllable  to  you  thefe  two  months. 

Mifs  Mel.  For  that  reafon,  I  am  now  refoiv’d, 
if  he  ever  vifits  here,  his  reception  fhall  be  very 
different  from  what  he  formerly  experienc’d 

Lucy.  A  fpiriied  refolution,  Ma’am,  and  what 
he  richly  deferves. 

Enter  S e  rvant. 

Semj.  Mr.  Steady  to  wait  on  you,  Ma’am. 

Mils  Mel.  What,  Mr.  Steady  in  town  !  lhall  I 
fee  him,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  By  no  means,  Ma’am  $  is  it  after  fuch  in¬ 
different  behaviour  ? 

Mifs  Mel.  Very  true,  but  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear 
what  he  has  to  fay  for  himfelf. 

Lucy.  I  know  were  it  my  cafe,  Ma’am,  I’d  affront 
him. 

Mifs  Mel.  Well,  I  can’t  do  that,  without  feeing 
him. 

Enter  Mr.  Steady. 

Steady.  Pardon  me,  my  dear  Mifs  Melmont,  for 
this,  perhaps,  ill-tim’d  intrufion. — Emboldened  by 
our  former  intimacy,  I  declin’d  all  ceremony*. — My 
,  uncle,  Madam,  is  dead,  and  has  left  me  his  whole 
ella^e,  which,  were  it  an  empire,  I  v/ould  freely 
offer,  with  myfelf,  at  your  feet — happy  in  fuch  an 
opportunity  of  proving  the  fincerity  of  my  love. 

Mifs  Mel.  ’Tis  too  late  now,  Sir,  to  apologize 

for  your  pad  negleft. - Where  was  your  boailed 

condancv,  during  your  three  months  abfence  ? — 
If  I  pofTeffed  your  thoughts,  but  a  (ingle  moment, 

B  2  during 
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daring  that  interval,  you'd  furelv  have  wrote  to  me, 

Steady.  You  furprifeme,  madam. — Not  write!  > 

Mils  Mel.  Your  negiedt,  Sir,  in  that  particular, 
confirms  my  belief  of  other  reports  equally  to  vour 

di  lad  vantage. 

Lucy.  Right,  Madam,  right. 

Steady .  I  a  fib  re  you,  madam,  thefe  charges  are 
totally  groundkis. — If  your  affections  are  plac'd  on 
a  more  defer  ving  object,  fpea k  i t  at  once,  and  fcom 
to  upbraid  me  with  that  levir 
yourfelf  is  guilty. 

Mils  Mel.  Your  inSnccrity,  Sir,  is  fufncient  to 
deter  me  from  giving  encouragement,  to  any  of 
your  fex. 

Steady.  If,  then,  my  reputation  fufFers,  by  the 
tongue  of  Hander,  cr  malevolence,  permit  me  to 
exculpate  royfeif. 

Mifs  Mel.  I  am  not  at  lejfure  now,  Sir,  to  liflen 
to  your  unmeaning  proiellations — Pm  fix’*  in  my 
refolution,  which  is,  never  to  fee  you  more. 

[Exeunt  Mel.  and  Lucy. 

Steady.  I  am  thunderftruck  f  I  know  not  what 
can.  be  the  caufe  of  this  indifference. — Is  it  poffi- 
bie,  that  the  mutual  vows  of  conftancy  and  love 
heretofore  exchang'd  between  us,  iltou’d  be,  on 
her  part,  fo  Hidden  ly  forgotten  ;  O  !  Love  l  Love  l 
What  art  thou  ? 

A  I  R  VI. 

When  firth  on  her  beauties  I  gaz’d, 

I  lov'd  her,  and  who  could  do  lefs  ; 

Then  her  virtues  my  pad! on  increas’d, 

And  her  fmiles  bid  me  hope  for  fuccefs. 

Now  fome  rival  poffeffes  her  heart  ; 

While  I  mull  in  abfence  repine, 

Too’,  perhaps,  he  has  greater  defert, 

His  eileem  can’t  be  equal  to  mine.  [Exit. 


y,  of  which,  perhaps, 
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SCENE  IV.  The  Barber’s/^* 

Di  [covers  Ticklechops,  and  Curlpate’s  two  boys, 
Cutwell,  Shuttle,  Kelp,  and  federal  young  Bucks 
waiting  to  be  drefs'd. — His  man  and  boys  fljanj- 
ing  and  drejjing  fame  of  the?n. 

Shuttle.  No  one  fliall  drefs  n\e,  but  Mr.  Curl- 
pate  himfeif. 

Kelp.  Nor  me  either,  fuppofe  I  wait  till  night. 
What  the  deuce  can  keep  him  fo  long  ? 

Cut.  Ticklechops  give  us  a  fong,  and  by  that 
time  Mr.  Curlpate  may  come  in. 

Shuttle.  No,  no,  let’s  have  this  day’s  paper  till 
we  fee  what  news  from  the  poor  Americans. 

Tick.  Sir,  my  matter  has’nt  taken  in  any  paper, 
fince  that  little  red  picture  was  fix’d  on  the  corners 
of  them. 

Sh.  So  then,  he  does’nt  like  the  ttamp,  I  fuppofe  ? 
Tickle.  True  Sir,  he  is  too  great  a  patriot  for 
that, — he  fwears  he’d  rather  lofe  half  his  cuttomers 
than  fubmit  to  it. 

Shut.  Come  lince  we  can’t  get  the  papers  let’s 
have  the  long. 

All — the  fong,  the  fong. 

Tickle.  Well  then  if  I  mutt  fing,  I’ll  give  you  a 
verle  of  a  fong  made  by  my  matter  on  that  fame 
Slainp-adt 

A  I  R  VII. 

Farewelfto  amufements,  farewell  to  all  joys, 

This  ttamp  on  the  papers,  our  pleafure  deftroys , 
E’re  while  we  were  merry,  had  papers  guilliore  ; 
But  now,  they’re  fo  dear,  we  mutt  buy  them  no 
more  : 

Before  it  took  place,  the  frefli  packet  each  day, 
Would  help  to  divert  the  dull  hours  away  $ 

We  cou’d  then  tell  what  pafs’d,  on  each  far  dittant 
fliore, 

But  the  papers  are  (lamp’d,  and  we’re  happy  no 
more.  [Chorus  by  all 

B  3  Kelp. 
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Kelp.  Not  fo  badly  fung  of  a  Barber. 

Shut.  You  coudn’t  fing  half  fo  well  booby. 

Kelp.  Booby — take  care  how  you  fay  that  again 
Sir. 

Shut .  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  a  weaver  is  afraid  of 
no  man. 

Kelp.  Pil  teli  you  what,  Mr.  Shuttle,  if  you’re 
inclined  to  fight  like  gentlemen,  ftav  hill  I  run 
home  for  my  matter’s  piftols,  and  we’ll  fte.p  to  the 
yard  and  exchange  half  a  dozen  ihots.  [Going. 

Shut.  Ay,  Ay,  I’ll  fight  you  with  you  any  thing. 

Cut.  Siay,  flay,  Mr.  Kelp,  you’d  better  never 
mind  the  piftols  ;  bring  a  couple  of  candle-rods,— 
thefe  are  weapons  you  are  better  accuilomed  to, 
than  either  fword  or  piftoL 

Shut.  ’Sdeath,  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Kelp.  ’Sblud  Sir,  what  wou’d  you  be  at  ? 

Cut.  O  not  much  gentlemen,  I  only  mean  to  let 
you  know,  that  this  matter  may  be  compromis’d 
without  blood  111  ed— for  let  me  teli  you,  no  man 
knows  the  points  of  honour  better  than  mvfelf—-— 
I  have  been,— -let  me  fee, — at  exactly  forty-five  du¬ 
els-— in  two  dozen  of  which,  I  was  personally  en¬ 
gaged,— and  always  came  off  with  honour  and  fine¬ 
ly; — now  the  difference  between  you  as  it  firth  a- 
role  from  a  little  raillery,  might  be  eafily  forgiven, 
without  the  leal!  di {honour  to  either  parties :  in¬ 
deed  there  are  fome  cafes,  that  will  admit  oi  no 
other  remedy,  than  the  fword. 

Shut.  I  finould  be  glad  to  know7  them,  Sir. 

Cut.  Then  you  fhall  hear  ; — you  keep  a  miftrefs, 
I  fuppofe. 

Shut.  O  yes  Sir.  [Here  all  quit  their  feats ,  to 

hear  Curweil’s  harangue . 

Cut.  Then,  we’ll  fuppo-eg  .Mr.  Kelp  prefumes 
to  falute  her  in  fome  public  walk  ;  — — in  that  cafe 
you’re  to  lifien  to  no  reafon,  but  to  challenge  him, 
* — fight  him, — blow  his  brains  but. 

All.  Yes,  yes,  that’s  reasonable  j  very  reafon- 
uble. 


Cut. 
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Cut.  Or,  fuppofe  you  were  fpeaking  ferioufly  in 
company,  and  that  any  perion  prefent  fhould  chance 
to  laugh — no  matter  whether  at  you  or  not- — it  is 
a  point  of  honour  Sir ;  you  cannot  get  over,  t hat 
you  kill  that  perfon  ;  or  be  deemed  a  coward. 

All,  Very  right,  very  right. 

Enter  Curlpate. 

Curl.  Pardon  me,  gentlemen,  it  really  was  not  in 
my  power  to  come  fooner.  You  know  my  out-door 
cuftomers  muft  be  attended. — Is’t  your  turn  Sir  ? 
[To  Shuttle,  beginning  todrefs  him. 

Shut.  Pray,  Sir,  who  co  you  think  will  wait  on 
you  or  your  out-door  cuftomers  as  you  call  them  ? 

Kelp.  Pm  furp riled  Mr.  Curlpate  you  cou’d  ufe 
11s  lo  indifferent . 

Curl.  Well,  well,  I  hope  I  fha’n’t  be  long  trou¬ 
bled  with  any  of  you.  ( Afide.) 

Enter  Cabbage. 

Cab.  What’s  the  matter  here  ? — Mr.  Kelp  is  any¬ 
one  go — go — going  to  affront  you  ? 

Cut.  What  need  you  care,  Sir,  ’tis  no  affair  of 
yours. 

Cab.  And  pray  who — who — who  are  you  Sir? 
my  name  is  Kitty  Cabbage,  Sir.  I’m  a  Taylor  Sir, 
J  was  prilling  by  and  hearing  you  talk  or  fighting 
and  killing — I  was  afraid  niv  friend  and  c  ldomer, 
Mr.  Kelp,  might  be  in  a  little  fcratch  or  fo — I  came 
in  to  take  his  part,  and  if  you  or  any  body  here 
dare  ftir  againll  him — I’m  your  man. 

Cut.  Begone  you  drunken  fool,  do  you  know 
whom  you  talk  to  ? 

Cub.  Extremely  well  Sir,  a’n’t  you  a  fort  of  a 
— kind  of  a  — fhop-boy  or  fo. - \Vhat  are  you 

*  *  s  ,  / 

Ma’am,— am  I  right  ? 

Cut.  You  fcoundrel — you  villain — I’ll  have  Im¬ 
mediate  fatisfadlion.  (Drazving  out  his  fcijfars) 

Cab.  Stay,  ftay,  ’till  I  get  my  ill  ee  rs,  oil!  oh  l 
I’ve  left  them  at  home,  or  I’d  be  a  match  for  you. 
(Searching  his  pockets. 

Cut. 
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Cut.  Meet  me  this  evening  in  the  Phoenix-park— 
here — let’s  exchange  gloves. 

Cab.  Hang  the  glove  have  I— — wo’n’t  fhoes  or 
dockings  do  ? 

Kelp.  No,  no,  but  hats  will. 

Cab.  Very  well — then  here’s  mine.  (Snatching 
eff  Cutweli’s  hat,  &c.  and  ft  agger  ing  about . 

Cut .  I  won’t  keep  your  dirty  hat,  give  ine  my 
own,  but — don’t  negledf  meeting  me  at  your  peiil. 
I’ll  go,  and  chufe  a  fecond  (going  then  returning) 
if  you  don’t  come,  I’ll  horfewhip  you  wherever  I 
meet  you,  (going  then  returning)  And  hark  you,  I’ll 
bring  the  piitols  tnyfelf,  that  you  may  have  no  ex- 
cule — and  I  tell  you  again,  if  you  fail — I’ll  pod  you 
as  a  Coward  in  every  CofFee-houfe  in  Dublin- [Exit. 

Cab .  You  couldn’t  do  a  Taylor  a  greater  honour, 
than  to  pod  him  in  a  CofFee-houfe.  [Exit. 

Shut.  Make  that  club  a  little  bigger. 

Curl.  Why,  I  have  jud  now  put  a  whole  heap  of 
horfe  hair  in  it. 

Shut.  Make  it  bigger  I  fay. 

Curl.  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  put  this  old 
docking  in  it  ? 

Shut.  Dofo,  but  take  care  it  flia’n’t  be  feen. 

Curl.  Never  fear  that,  but  what  curls  will  you 
have  to  day  ?  the  pade — the  barrel — the  pipe — the 
knife — or  the  faufage. 

Shut.  O  hang  your  pade  curls,  and  as  for  the 
pipe  or  the  knife,  I’m  not  going  to  ride,  fo  give 
me  the  barrel  or  the  faufage — Ay  the  faufage,  as  I’m 
going  to  the  play  this  evening. 

Enter  one  of  Curlpate’s  hoys ,  in  great  hafte ,  with  a 

wig  box  on  his  head. 

Boy.  Mader,  mader,  do  you  fee  the  church- war¬ 
dens  there  below  ? 

Curl.  O,  Ho  !  they're  coming  to  me  to  be  fure. 

Shut.  What  of  an  holy-day  ? 

Curl.  Yes,  yes,  they  fwore  they’d  haunt  me  eve¬ 
ry  holy-day,  for  my  faucy  language  to  them  lad 
Sunday,  put  by  your  tools  and  away. 

( Noife  without* 
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Omnes — Dam’n  you  and  the  Church-wardens  to¬ 
gether.  % 

[Exeunt  fome  with  towels  about  them ,  others  half 
layered,  &c.  &c.  in  the  utmoji  confuJion.\ 

SCENE,  V.  The  Street. 

Re-enter  Curlpate  tf/^/Ticklechops. 

Curl.  I’m  glad  we’ve  got  rid  of  them,  as  I’m 
now  going  about  better  bufinefs. 

Tickle .  Faith,  I  doubt  that,  matter,  for  you 
know,  they’re  very  good  cuttomers. 

Curl.  But  I  tell  you,  Ticklechops,  I  fliall  abfo- 
lutely  make  my  fortune  by  this  day’s  frolic,  you 
did  not  hear,  perhaps,  that  Mifs  Melmont’s  in  love 
with  me. 

Tickle.  No  really,  Sir  : — did  fhe  ever  tell  you 
fo? 

Curl.  Tho’ flie  never  pofitively  told  me  lb,  yet  I 
think  I  may  judge  by  her  adlions  ; — pray  have  not 
I  as  good  a  right  to  expect  a  lady  of  fortune,  as 
Peter  Scrape,  the  Fidler,  or  Tom  Caper  the 
Dancing- matter,  who  figur’d  oft  with  Mifs  Li  htfoot 
the  other  day. — Sure  none  of  thefe  gentry  have 
fuch  opportunities  of  fecuring  the  ladies  affedtions, 
as  v/e  gentlemen  of  the  comb. 

Tickle.  A  mighty  happy  trade,  truly. 

Curl.  In  iliorr,  any  thing  of  any  enterprizing 
genius  amongtt  us,  cou’d  make  more  progrels  in  a 
lady’s  heart,  in  the  fpace  of  one  week,  than  a 
gentleman  lover  could  hope  for  in  a  year. 

Tickle.  But  how  do  you  intend  to  proceed  in  this 
affair,  Matter  ? 

Curl.  Why  you  mutt  underftand,  there  is  a  Mr. 
Steady,  whom  I  confkler  as  a  rival,  and  you  know 
nothing  can  recommend  a  man  to  his  mittrefs’s  fa¬ 
vour  more  than  courage. 

Tickle.  You  mean  to  challenge  him,  I  fuppole  ? 

Curl.  Right,  and  you  (ball  be  my  fecond,  but 
firil  ttcp  to  Mr.  Dilli  the  School-matter,  he’ll  write 

the 
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the  challenge,  and  you  {hail  have  the  honour  of 
delivering:  it. 

Tickle.  And  what  am  I  to  get  by  sll  this,  Mailer  ? 
Curl.  Stay  hill  I  am  married  to  A4ifs  Melmont , 
and  you  ihali  be  my  Steward. 

Tickle.  That’s  rare  news,  faith, — here  goes  then 
to  Mr.  Daili,- — but  where  mull  I  deliver  the  chal¬ 
lenge, — I'*d  much  rather  you’d  give  it  yourfelf. 

Curl .  I  plainly  fee  this  fellow  will  never  rife 
above  a  journeyman.  (A/ule.)  When  you  get 
the  challenge  biing  it  to  me,  and  HI  diredt  you  to 
Mr.  Steady’s. — And  do  you  hear,- — before  you  re¬ 
turn,  go  to  Plunket-flreet,  for  the  fuit  of  lac’d 
cloths  I  wore  lad  Sunday, — the  gentleman  will 
credit  you  for  the  hire  of  them,  ’till  I  fee  himfelf. 

Tickle .  Yes,  Sir. — Certainly,  this  mailer  of  mine, 
has  taken  leave  of  his  fenfes.  (Aftde.y  [Exit. 

Curl .  Hitherto,  we’ve  been  thriving  to  wean  Mifs 
Mehuont’s  affedtions  from  Mr.  Steady,  in  order  to 
gain  the  eafier  admittance  for  my  love. — And  I’ve 
juil  given  Lucy  diredlions,  to  inform  her  of  my  paf- 
fion. — Now,  if  die  be  a  truly  heroic  girl,  {he’ll  cer¬ 
tainly  like  me  the  better  for  this  enterprize. — But 
fhou’d  it  raife  her  refentment  againd  me,  I  mult 
only  prevail  upon  Lucy,  to  betray  her  to  my  arms 
by  ftratagem,  and  if  once  I  get  her  under  clofe  co¬ 
ver,  fo  as  to  make  her  mine,  why  then  my  fortune’s 
made. 

a  i  r  yin. 

Some  people  may  find  fault  with  me, 

Proceeding  fo  unfairly  ; 

And  call  it  knavifh  policy, 

To  gain  my  point  fo  queerly. 

But  fuch  fhou’d  know,  that  what  I  do, 

Doesmot  deferve  this  blaming  ; 

Befides,  fiiice  I,  with  great  ones  vie* 

I  mud  be  fond  of  mheming. 

II. 

The  courtier,  with  his  bribe  in  hand, 

The  oatriot’s  loud  oration, 
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The  iaw?er  with  his  brief  dad  band, 

4  w 

Perplex  with  fchemes  the  nation  ; 

There’s  dolors  too,  a  cheating  crew, 

With  more,  not  worth  my  naming  ; 

Pray,  look  around,  and  ’tv. ill  be  found, 

That  all  the  world  are  fcheming.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  VI.  The  fireet.  Enter  ferry. 
"Jerry.  Well,  what  a  damn’d  deal  of  trouble  we 
poor  ierrants  have,  whenever  our  mailers  or  mif- 
treiTes  take  a  fancy  to  fall  in  love. — I  fhall  have  a 
fad  time  on’t  now,  till  this  love  fit  be  over  with  mv 
mailer. — MefTage  upon  melTage,  letter  upon  letter, 
fcheme  upon  fcheme,  and  trouble  upon  trouble  for 
po'r  Jerry. — Nov/,  here  mud  I  wait,  to  fee  this 
baggage,  Lucy  ; — and  all  my  bnlinefs  is  only  to  find 
out  what  rival  this  is,  that’s  putting  my  poor  mai- 
t ct’s  nofe  out  of  joint.- — Faith  if  he’d  take  my  ad¬ 
vice,  he’d  give  himlelf  no  trouble  about  her,  but 
let  her  e’en  goto  the  vengeance  her  own  way.- — O, 
here’s  my  mark. — Mrs.  Lucy,  your  mod  obedient, 
and  very  humble  fervant. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  So,  Mr.  Jerry.  (Going.) 

Jerry.  O,  Ho, — fihe  wants  to  be  coax’d,  I  fee 
( Altde.)  You  are  in  a  great  hurry,  Mrs.  Lucy. 

Lucy.  So  I  am,  Sir,  and  what  then  ? 

Terry.  Well,  well,  but  day  a  little.  (Catching 
hold  of  her. )  Perhaps  you’re  not  in  lo  great  hade 
as  you  pretend  to  be. 

Lucy.  What  do  you  want  with  me  ? 

Jerry.  Not  much. — Only  juil  ro  let  you  know, 
you’ve  made  poor  Jerry  the  unhappied  fellow  liv¬ 
ing  ;  your  beauty,  and  your  fhape,  and  your  car¬ 
riage,  and  your  air,  and  your  eyes,  and  your  lips, 
and  in  fhort,  every  thing  about  you,  have  fo  be¬ 
witch'd,  and  bewilder’d  me,  that  I  can  neither  ear, 
nor.  drink,  nor  fleep,  nor  walk,  nor  fit,  nor  lye. 
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Lucy.  You  lie,  you  booby,  I  think  you  can  lie 
fait  enough.  - 

Jerry .  Nay,  don’t  frown  upon  me,  charming 
Lucy,  for  every  frown  from  that  adorable  face  of 
yours,  makes  my  blood  jump,  and  my  bones  fliake, 
and  my  brain  reel  about — juft — like — like — like  — 
the  head  of  a  wheel-barrow,  or  the  flyer  of  a  jack. 

Lucy.  O  Lard  !  why  he’ll  furely  die  for  me,  but  I 
.  won’t  give  him  any  encouragement  yet  a  bit. 
(Afide. )  Indeed,  Mr.  Jerry,  I’m  very  much  fur- 
prifed  at  this  talk,  and  I’d  have  you  to  know,  Sir, 
I  don’t  like  it.— -To  be  fure  one  can’t  blame  ano¬ 
ther  for  loving  them.  ( Afide.)  But  I  tell  you 
again,  I  don’t  like  it,  I  do’nt,  indeed,  Mr.  Jerry. 
(  Conceitedly . ) 

Jerry.  O,  I  fhall  have  her  by  and  by,  and  then 
for  my  Mailer’s  bufinefs.  ( AJide.)  But  my  dear 
Miftrefs  Lucy,  if  you  don’t  fmile  upon  me  directly. 
I’ll  go  home  thisinftant  and  cut  my  throat  with  one 
of  the  carving  knives,  or  throw  myfelf  head-long 
into  the  kitchen  fire.  (Offering  to  go.) 

Lucy .  Stay,  ftay,  Mr.  Jerry. — O  la  !  what  fhall  I 
do  ?  I’m  afraid  ’twill  be  a  lin  upon  my  confcience, 
if  I  let  you  kill  yourfeif  on  my  account. 

Jerry.  Yes,  that  it  will ;  and  the  moll  unpardon¬ 
able  of  fins  too.—- And  then  my  ghoft  ihall  haunt 
you  every  night. 

Lucy.  O,  frightful  I— -Well,  then,  I’ll  tell  you 
what,  you  muft  neither  cut  your  throat,  nor  burn 
yourfeif  either,  ’till  you  fee  me  again. 

Jerry.  And  when  will  that  be  • 

Lucy.  Perhaps  to-morrow.  x 

Jerry.  O,  Lord  !  I  iliall  thia^ilt  a  thoufand  years 
’till  then,  but  lince  you’ll  give  me  no  other  farisfac- 
tion,  I  muft  e’en  be  content  ;  tho’  I’m  afraid  1  can’t 
have  power  to  keep  the  knife  from  my  throat  for  all 


that.  • 

Lucy.  Well,  butyou  muft  be  fatisfied.  (Going.) 
Jerry.  But,  now  that  we  have  fettled  our 

own  matt wbat  do  you  think  of  this  love 
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affair,  between  my  Matter  and  your  Lady  ? — You 
need  not  be  ihy  to  an  Twer  me. — How  came  ihe  to 
reject  that  letter  I  brought  here  a  bit  ago. — You 
know,  you  may  trutt  me  with  any  thing. — I  fuppofe 
there’s  fome  new  lover  in  the  cafe  ? — Come,  come, 
make  me  your  confidante. —  Who  is  he  ?  What’s 
his  name  ? 

Lucy.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Jerry,  you  are  very 
inquisitive  ;  I  fuppofe,  it  was  in  order  to  know 
that,  you  kept  me  all  this  while  ;  and  if  it  was,  I 
inuft  tell  you,  you  are  a  very  unworthy  fellow, 
that  you  are.  .  . 

Jerry.  But,  my  dear  Lucy — 

Lucy .  Let  me  alone,  Sirrah,  now  I  perceive  what 
you’d  be  at,  with  your  love,  and  your  beauty,  and 

your  cutting  of  throats. - But  I’d  have  you  to 

know,  that  I’m  not  to  be  made  game  of  by  you  ; 
and  you  may  tell  your  matter,  that  my  lady  hates, 
and  defpifes  him,  as  much  as  I  do  his  prattle-box 
of  3  fervant. 

AIR  IX. 

Lucy.  Come  no  more  to  this  houfe,  with  your  tricks 
and  your  letters, 

For,  Sirrah,  my  Lady  and  I  are  your  betters. 
Jerry.  If  you  are,  by  faith,  it  is  more  than  I  know. 
Lucy.  And  for  you,  if  you  ever  fpeak  to  me,  I 
fv/ear, 

Your  eyes  from  your  head,  I  will  certainly 
tear. 

Jerry.  Then,  fince  you  and  your  miftrefs  are  grown 
fo  uncivil, 

Both  one  and  the  other  may - go  to  the 

Duvil, 

My  matter  and  I  will  get  better  el fe where. 

• '  [Lxeu  lit  federally . 

End  cf  the  First  Act. 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I.  A  Chamber, 

Enter  Mr.  Steady,  reacting  the  challenge ,  fol¬ 
lowed  hy  his  Man . 

S  IR, 

Undemanding  that  you  have  been  fo  prepoite- 
rous  and  audacious,  as  not  only  to  attempt,  but 
actually  to  pay,  your  addrefles,  to  Mifs  Melmont,  in 
order  to  fupplant  me  in  her  good  graces.  And  as 
I  conceive  the  fame  to  militate  llrongly  againft  my 
honour  ;  this  is  to  inform  you,  that  you  mull:  im¬ 
mediately  expunge  her  fair  image  from  your  ambi¬ 
tious  breaft ;  or,  in  other  words,  reilgn  her,  which 
if  you  refufe  to  do,  I  dehre  to  meet  you  in  half  an 
hour  hence,  at  the  Phoenix-park;  there  to  try  our 
title  in  bloody  combat,  as  becomes  gentlemen. 

JaME  S  CtJRLP  ATE. 

P.  S.  I  fhall  depend  on  you  to  bring  the  piftols. 

Do  you  know  this  Curlpate,  jerry,  whofent  the 
challenge  ? 

Jerry.  Yes,  Sir,  I  know  Jemmy  Curlpate  the 
Hair-drefTer,  ’twashis  man  Ticklechops  brought  it. 

Steady.  I  fuppofe  then,  this  Barber,  is  Mifs  Mel- 
mont's  favourite,  and  confequentiy  the  caufe  of 
all  my  difquietude. 

Jerry.  Nothing  more  likely,  Sir. 

Steady.  Well,  Pm  determined  to  punifh  his  in • 
folence  fir  ft,  then  upbraid  the  ungrateful  girl  with 
her  levity,  and  fo  take  my  leave  for  ever. 

Jerry.  Better  and  better,  Sir,  but  don3t  you 
think  it  beneath  you  to  meet  this  Barber  with  fword 
and  piftol  ? 

Steady.  Tho’  I  fhall  bring  both,  yet  I  don’t 
imagine  I  fhall  ufe  them.  Be  it  your  buiinefs  to 
provide  a  couple  of  good  uorfewhips,  and  leave  the 
reft  to  me. 

Jer.  Let  me  alone  for  that,  Sir,  I’ll  warrant  you. 

A  I  R  X. 

Your  piftols  I’ll  prepare,  Sir, 

Pil  prime  and  load  them  fair,  Sir, 
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And  will  attend  you  there,  Sir, 
With  horlewhips  two  or  three. 
Adzooks  how  ’twill  furprize  him, 
Ay,  faith,  and  fidly  life  him, 

To  find  how  we’ll  chatlife  him, 
For  his  knight  errantry. 

II. 


At  ev’ry  hearty  ftroke,  Sir, 

We’ll  make  his  fhoulders  fmoke  Sir, 

’Twill  he  a  curious  joke,  Sir, 

His  dilmal  plight  to  fee. 

Then,  when  we’ve  threfh’d  him  well,  Sir, 

We’ll  to  his  miftrefs  tell,  Sir, 

W  hat  ills  her  fwain  befel,  Sir, 

In  this  fad  tragedy.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.  The  Park. 


Enter  CurIp  at  E’,  foppijhly  dr effed>  followed  by 

Ticklechops. 

Cur!.  Do  you  think,  will  he  take  me  for  a  Bar¬ 
ber  now,  T ony  ? 

Pickle.  Faith,  I  believe  not,  Matter  ;  I  know, 
I’ve  brufti’d  my  coat  almott  thread-bare  on  the  oc- 
cafion. — And  yet,  if  you’d  take  my  tdvice,  you’d 
return  back,  before  it  be  too  late,  as  I  don’,  half 
like  this  bufmefs. 

Curl .  Never  fear  me,  Tony  ;  ten  to  one  if  Mr. 
Steady  comes  at  all;  and  if  he  llays  one  minute, 
ray,  one  fecond,  bevond  the  time  appointed,  I’ll 
immediately  run  to  Mifs  Melmont’s,  and  acquaint 
her  of  my  courage,  and  my  rival’s  cowardice. 

Pickle .  What  if  he  comes? — Are  you  refoived 
to  fight  him  ? 

Curl.  Why  faith, — I'd  rather  not.  —  However,  I’ll 
go  as  far  as  I  can  with  it,  and  if  the  wortt  comes 
to  the  worlt — you  know  I’ve  a  good  pair  of  heels. 

Pickle.  Egad,  I  think  the  thoughts  of  the  pillols 
ought  to  frighten  any  body. 

Curl.  Faith,  here  he  conies.  [ Looking  out  con- 
fufedly. 

C  2  Enter 
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Enter  Slr'F  ady  and  Je  r-r  y. 
ickle.  Come,  fhaii  we  run  away  now,  Mader  ? 
Curl.  Not  yet  a  bit  ;  may  be,  he  may  beg  par- 
don  or  reiign  her. 

Steady.  Was  it  you,  friend,  wh©  fent  me  this 
challenge  ? 

7 ickle.  Say  no. 

Curl ,  Sir. 

Steady.  Was  it  you  fent  this  challenge,  X  fay  ? 
Curl  Challenge — I — I — =1 — may  be  I  did  Sir, 
Steady.  Pray,  Sir,  what  pretendons  have  you  to 
MifsMelmont? 

Curl.  Pretendons,  Sir, — why — why  that  Pm  not 
to  tell  you.  Sir. — Hem — but  be  them  what  they 

may — i— I— Pll  defend  them. 

Steady.  O,  very  well,  Sir- 

‘ Tickle .  Afk  him,  if  he  be  willing  to  beg  pardon. 
Curl.  Stay,  flay,  man. — Pray,  Sir,  are  you  fa- 
tisfied  to  reiign  the  lady,  and  afe  pardon  for  what's 
pad  ? 

Steady.  Not  I,  indeed,  Sir. 

Tickle.  Come,  come,  Matter,  now  for  your  heels. 

Curl.  Not  yet,  Tony,  we  may  humble  him  by 

and  by. 

* 

Steady .  Come,  Sir,  what  are  you  about  ? — Let's 
ftrip  and  to  it. 

Curl.  Strip,  Sir,— I  never  heard  of  fuch  a  prac¬ 
tice  in  duelling. 

Steady.  But  i  tell  you,  Sir,  it’s  very  proper,  to 
fhew  that  neither  parties  have  any  conceal'd  defence. 

Tickle.  Aik  him,  will  he  box  you,  if  you  drip. — • 
I'm  fure  you  don't  forget — ( Jquaring  his  elbows.) 

Curl.  Will  you  box  me  if  I  do  ?- — For  as  Pm  a 
man  of  honour— — 

Jerry.  Say  vou  will,  Sir,  or  he  won't  Itrip. 
Steady.  I  will.  Sir. 

Curl.  Then  have  at  you. 

[Here  Curlpate  firips ,  and  gives  his  cloths  to  Tic- 
klechops,  and  at  the  fame  time  Jerry  Jleals  over 
to  the  Barbed s  fide  the  fittge. 

Tickle . 
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Tickle.  Faith,  Matter,  I  think  you’re  carryi 
the  joke  a  little  too  far. 

Curl.  A  little  farther,  and  I’m  gone,  indeed. 
Steady.  Now,  Sir,  Pm  ready  for  jou.  ( drawing 
out  the  pijlols. 

Tickle,  and  Curl.  O,  murder!  murder  ! 
[Curlpate  then  attempting  to  ejcapey  is  tript  up  by 
Jerry,  who  horfevohips  hitn. — He  then  Jprings  upy 
runs  to  the  upper  part  of  the  fagey  and  exit ,  jerry 
flill  purfuing .] 

Steady.  Ha!  ha!  ha! — This,  indeed,  may  be 

call’d.  Modern  Honour ,  or,  the  Barber  Duelli/l. - 

Well,  I  hope,  fince  Barbers  have  caught  the  fpirit 
of  duelling,  all  real  gentlemen  will  delpife  it  in 
future. 

Re-enter  Jerry. 

Jerry.  Egad,  I  think  I  have  flogg’d  him  to  foTie 
purpofe,  matter. — His  man,  poor  devil,  fell  in  a 
ditch  there  below  ;  I  gave  him  a  fample  of  the 
whip  too,  as  I  patt  him. 

Steady.  You’ve  done  your  buGnefs  very  well, 
Jerry,  I  mutt  now  to  Mifs  Meimont’s,  as  I  pur¬ 
pos’d,  and  take  my  final  leave. 

A  I  R  XI. 

How  divine  did  my  charmer  appear, 

While  I  thought,  that  like  me,  fhe  was  true  $ 
All  my  blittes  were  center’d  .in  her, 

And  my  love  from  encouragement  grew. 

But,  alas!  fince  I’m  dettin’d  to  find, 

That  no  longer  my  flame  ttie’ll  approve, 

I  mutt  ttrive  to  erafe  from  my  mind, 

All  thofe  charms  which  infpir’d  my  love.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.-  Mifs  Melmont’s  Apartments. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  I  think  it  now  high  time  to  try  how  my 
miftrefs’s  pulfe  beats  in  refpefl  to  Mr.  Curlpate — 
for  tho>  I  have  drove  to  unhinge  her  affeflions  as  to 
Mr.  Steady,  yet  I  can’t  be  perfuaded  fhe  likes  the 
Barber— Now,  ttiould  this  be  the  cafe,  ail  my  la¬ 
bour  has  been  in  yam  ,  however,  as  there  sno  time 

C3  to 
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to  be  loft,  I’ll  about  it  diredily — But  in  aii  affairs  of 
this  nature  prudence  is  very  neceffary 

AIR  XII. 

Thcfe  v.'ho  would  fain,  a  lecref  gain, 

Shou’d  mark  their  time  with  care  y 

Then  onward  prels,  with  eagernefs. 

Nor  lies  nor  flatt’ry  fpare. 

So  3 till  I  fined ,  howfhe’s  inclin’d, 

With  caution  I’ll  proceed, 

Thus  if  I  can,  obtain  my  plan, 

The  dap’s  my  own  indeed. 

But  here  comes  Curlpate,  and  if  I  miflake  not  he 
looks  ihockingly  terrified. 

Enter  Curlpate. 

O,  blefs  me,  Mr.  Curlpate,  you  Look  vaftly  alter’d  ! 

Curl.  No  wonder,  my  dear  girl,  the  day  is  excef- 
five  fult'iy  •  and  then,  what  with  driving  amongft 
my  cuffomers — O,  I  believe,  I  final i  abfoiutely  kill 
myfelf,  that  will  be  the  end  of  me  ! — [ then  eagerly , 
and  ewith  a  fault er in g  'voice]  Well — W'eil — I — hope 
you’ve  prepar’d  Mils  Melmont  :  Is  fhe  ready  to 
come  off  with  me  now?— If  not,  I’m  ruin’d — and 
undone  for  ever. 

Lucy.  Your  brain  is  certainly  turn’d — fure  you’ve 
no  buiinefs  to  fpeak  a  fy- liable  of  your  love,  tiil  I 
prepare  her  for  it. 

Curl.  What  !  ha’n’t  yon  told  her  of  it  yet  :  — 
Oh,  you’ve  negledted  this  matter  too  long  ; 
’icieath,  girJ,  I  am  all  fire  and  tow. 

Lucy.  Will  you  have  a  little  patience  }  Will  yon 
hear  me  ?—  I  was  juft  going  to  try  what  could  be 
done  for  you.— You  know  ’tis  my  own  intereit — - 
but  don’t  imagine  that  an  affair  of  this  nature  can 
be  brought  about  lb  fuddenly,  particularly  when 
there’s  a  fortune  in  the  wav. 

Curl.  Ay,  Mrs.  Lucy,  the  fortune — but  what’s 
my  fortune  !  [ fobbing ]  Mine  is — a — a — a — hard, 
hard  fortune.  \hurfing  into  tears 

Lucy.  Mr.  Curlpate,  for  fhame,  if  you’ve  no  re¬ 
gard  for  yourfelf,  for  mercy’s  fake,  have  Tome  pity 

on 
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on  me  ;  don’t  rant  in  this  outragious  manner,  my 
lady,  tho’  above  Hairs,  will  hear  you,  and  then 
we  ILall  both  be  undone. 

Cur/.  Yes  that  I  believe  we  fhall. 

Lucy.  Why  this  is  wonderful!  fure  love  has 
made  a  fool  of  him — his  tears, — the  fault’ring  of 

his  voice - and  that  exceifive  trembling  of  his 

joints- — are  all  fure  and  infallible  figns  of  that  paf- 
llon.  [ afide J  Don’t  be  calf  down,  man,  you  are  not 
the  firft  who  had  the  hard  fortune  to  meet  with  a 
powerful  rival. 

Curl.  Powerful  rival !  ay,  the  villain  !  too  pow¬ 
erful  for  me. 

Lucy.  Villain  ! — O  fie,  Mr.  Curlpate — I  always 
found  Mr.  Steady  a  friendly,  good-natured  gentle¬ 
man. 

Curl .  Yes,  yes,  devilifh  good-natur'd,  deviiiili 
good-natur’d  ;  my  fhoulderscan  tellify  how  damn’d 
sood  natur’d  he  is — tho’  I  can’t  tell  whether  it  be 
he  or  his  man,  that’s  fo  curfed  good-natur’d  ;  but 
1  know  who  feels  imart  for  it  [Aftde.  J  [Bell  rings , 

Lucy.  What  fhall  I  do  with  you  ? — My  miftrefs 
calls — I  muft  begone — your  node  has  alarm’d  her. 

Curl.  Can't  I  get  down  the  back  Hairs. 

Lucy.  By  no  means.— -let  me  aavife  you  to  con¬ 
ceal  youifelf  in  this  clofet,  where  you  can  eafiiy 
overhear  us,  and  be  yourfelf  a  vvitnefs  of  my  ear- 
neftnefsin  your  behalf. 

Curl.  Wei!,  do  what  you  pleafe  with  me. 

[Lucy  conducts  him  to  the  clofet . 

Enter  Mifs  Melmont. 

Mifs  Mel.  What  noife  was  that  I  heard  juH  now  ? 
the  voice  of  a  man,  and  feemin^ly  in  diftrefs. 

Lucy.  O,  Ma’am, — ’tv/as — ’twas  only  our  man 
Thomas  playing  with  the  young  kitten,  and  you 
know  Ma’am  his  laughing  is  fo  very  like  other  peo¬ 
ple’s  crying,  that  at  a  little  diHance,  no  perfen 
living  cou’d  diHinguiih  the  difference. 

Mi  is  Mel.  They  told  meCurlpate  was  in  theboufe. 

Lucy>  Yes,  yes,  Ma’am  Mr.  Curlpate  was  here 
too,  in  fearch  of  a  very  valuable  bundle  he  loft 

this 
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this  morning. — Nothing  lefs,  Ma’am,  than- - -one 

large  pot  of  bears  greaie — two  bottles  of  Eau  de 
Luce — five  papers  of  fcented  rice-powder — two 
hundred  of  hair  pins,  and  his  pip; — pip- — pip  pinch- 
ingirons. 

Mils  Mel.  I’m  apprehenfive  thefe  are  only  his 
excufes  in  order  to  have  the  better  opportunity  of 
addrefirng  you. 

Lucy.  Upon  my  word,  Ma’am,  Mr.  Curlpate  is 
of  too  afpiring  a  difpolition,  to  think  of  fo  poor  a 
girl  as  I  am.  Mr.  Curlpate,  Ma'am,  has  refufed  many 
ladies  of  fortune,  purely  becaufe  he  cou’dn’t  love 
them,  and  I’ve  heard  him  often  declare  he’d  fconr 
to  give  his  hand  where  he  cou’dn’t  fix  his  heart  . 

Mils  Mel.  So,  fo, — then  it  feems  you’ve  con° 
vers’d  with  him,  on  that  fubje£t. 

Lucy.  No,  really,  Ma’am,  not  I- — I  juft  recoiled 
to’ve  heard  him  fay  fo,  fomewhere  or  other,  andl- 
thought  it  fuch  a  noble  and  generous  faying  that  I 
remember  it  ever  iince. 

Mils  Mel.  I  am  now  lorry,  Lucy,  that  I  return- 
ed  Mr.  Steady’s  letter  unopen’d — perhaps  it  con¬ 
tain’d  fomething  of  moment. 

Lucy.  I  don’t  know  any  thing  it  cou’d  contain, 
except  fome  upbraidings  for  your  late  cool  recep-- 
'  tion  of  him. 

Mifs  Mel.  I  would  have  open’d  it  but  for  you. 

Lucy.  I  wifli,  Ma’am,  you  cou’d  drop  all  thoughts 
ef  him,  and  turn  your  eyes  on  fome  more  deferv-- 
ing  objedt — Ifhou’d  imagine,  Ma’am,  Mr.  Curlpate 
wou’d  make  a  very  good  hulband  ;  you  know, 
Ma’am,  poverty  is  no  crime. — Mr.  Curlpate  is  of  an 
excellent  family,  and  as  he  is  a  handfome,  genteel 
fellow,  in  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prefer’d  before — 

Mifs  Mel.  You  furprife  me  Lucy - think  of  a 

Hair-drelFer  for  a  hufband — pray  what  part  of  my 
conduct  has  ever  been  fo  unguarded  as  to  give  foun¬ 
dation  for  fuch  infinuations  ? 

Lucy.  Pardon  me,  Ma’am,  I  meant  no  morethan> 
juft  to  obferve — that  many  ladies  of  fortune  have 

con- 
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condefcended  ro  marry  young  fellows  in  as  low  cir- 
cumltances  as  Mr.  Curlpate,  without  being  polfel- 
fed  of  half  his  accornplilhments. 

Mifs  Mel.  I  now  perceive  Lucy,  your  partiality 
to  this  Curlpate,  and  your  difingenuity  towards  Mr. 
Steady. 

Lucy ,  I  aflure  you  Ma’am. - 

Mils  Mel.  No  more, — your  whifperings  and  col- 
lufions  with  my  under  fervants — and  the  weak  and 
embarrafled  manner  by  which  you  endeavour  to 
excufe  your  condudl,  all  convince  me  of  your  per¬ 
fidy — Pm  therefore,  firmly  perfuaded,  what  you  fo 
indulli ioufly  propagated  to  Mr.  Steady’s  difadvan- 
tage  ;  is  entirely  without  foundation. — Alas!  poor 
Steady — how  you’ve  been  abus’d  and  mifreprefent- 
ed. 

A  I  R  XIII. 

Why  Ihou’d  fouls  by  Love  cemented, 

Thus  with  ev’ry  breath  be  crofs’d  ; 

Faithful  Love,  istlill  tormented, 

Still  on  Teas  of  trouble  tofs’d. 

Every  tongue  and  every  heart, 

Strive  the  gentle  pair  to  part  ; 

Why  fhou’d  fouls,  &c. 

Enter  Mr.  Steady. 

Steady.  I  have  at  length,  Madam,  difcovered  the 
caufe  of  your  late  indifference — this  challenge  has 
unravelled  the  whole  fccret. 

Mils  Mel.  A  challenge  Sir.  (takes  it  and  reads ) 

Steady.  Yes,  Madam,  a  challenge - 1  fuppole 

you’re  not  unacquainted  with  the  hand — it  came 
trom  your  favourite. 

Mils  Mel.  my  favourite — I  don’t  underiland  you 

Sir. 

Steady.  No  matter— fo  it  wasn’t  enough  to  break 
cff  your  engagements  with  me — but  you  mud  en¬ 
courage  your  new  lover  to  attempt  my  life, —  the 
pitiful  fellow  wanted  courage  ;  and  I  believe  has 
fmarted  fufficiently  for  his  arrogance. 

Mifs  Mel.  Lucy,  I  am  now  confident  you  mull  be 

priv/ 
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privy  to  thefe  proceedings— forgive  me,  Mr.  Steady, 
what  is  paft;  and  believe  me— — 

Steady.  The  fellow  is  now  in  your  houfe Madam  ; 
—  fo  wi  filing  you  all  imaginable  felicity  with  your 
new  conquetl,.— I  bid  you  farewell,  for  ever. 

Mils  Mel.  Aftonifliing  !  the  fellow  in  my  houfe-! 

• — come  Lucy,  confefs  all  you  know  of  this  affair, 
or  quit  my  fervice  this  infiant. 

Lucy.  My  heart  condemns  me  for  my  perfidy. 
(Af.de)  Dear  Sir,  Hay,  and  hear  my  mill  refs  a  few 
words,  file  is  innocent,  indeed  the  is. 

Steady.  For  what  fiiou’d  i  Hay  ?  fihe  who  has  once 
deceiv’d  will  make  no  fcrupleof  pradtifing  it  again. 

Lucy,  (holding  hitn)  ’Tis  I  only  am  to  blame 
xny  miftrefs  ’till  now  was  ignorant  of  the  Barber’s 
being  in  the  houfe,  asweliasof  the  reft  of  his  pro¬ 
ceedings —  the  villain,  on  the  promife  of  a  large 
bribe,  prevail’d  with  me,  to  intercept  your  letters 
from  the  country  :  the  better  to  confirm  his  own 

4  * 

inventions,  for  which  I  am  now  heartily  forry - - 

and  as  a  proof  of  my  fincere  repentence,  I  will 

this  moment  deliver  him  into  your  hands - here 

Thom  as. 

Enter  Thomas,  *voho  goes  •with  Lucy  to  the  hack 

feeze. 

Lucy  (To  Curlpate)  Come  Sir, -no  ftruggling  now, 
its  all  in  vain. 

Curl.  O!  Lucy!  Lucy!  I  /Kali  certainly  be 
murder’d  I 

Steady.  What’s  this  I  hear  of  you,  friend,  what 
account  can  you  give  of  yourfeif,  for  all  your  vil¬ 
lainy  ? 

Curl.  Lord,  Sir,  don’t  afk  me  ;  I  don’t  know 
what  to  fay. 

Steady.  Then  you  fhall  go  to  jail.  Call  a  Con- 
ffable. 

Curl.  O  !  dear,  dear,  Sir !  forgive  me  this  time, 
and  I’ll  tell  you  all  I  can  about  it. 

Steady.  Be  brief  then. 

Curl.  Weil  then  Sir,  you  muff  underftand  it  was 

ambition , 
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ambition,  a  very  common  diilemper  among# 
gentlemen  of  my  profdlion,  that  firlt  made  me 
afpire  to  the  iady  ;  and  tho’  I  can’t  fay,  Hie  ever 
gave  me  any  encouragement,  yet  I  had  hopes  of 
gaining  her,  one  time  or  other,  by  means  fair,  or 
foul  ;  and  therefore  (lop'd  at  no  villainy  which  I 
thought  might  forward  my  defign. 

Steady.  All  this  is  no  excufe  — bring  a  Con- 

liable  I  Ay. 

Curl.  Ol  dear,  dear.  Sir! — don’t  fend  me  to 
jail — :for  if  you  do,  I  (hall  certainly  (larve  there — 
O!  pray  pardon  me,  Sir!  and  I  promile  you  to 
quit  the  kingdom  immediately. 

Steady.  ('To  Mifs  Melmont )  I  hope,  Madam,  you 
you  are  now  convinc'd  of  my  innocence  in  everv 
refoefr. 

k 

Mifs  Mel.  I  am  perfectly  fatisfied - and  hope 

you’ve  no  longer  any  doubt  of  mine. 

Steady.  None,  none,  my  Love — all  doubts  are 
now  clear’d  up — and  nothing  wanting  to  compleat 
my  felicity,  but  the  fulhllingof  thofe  engagements 
by  which  we  both  were  bound. 

Mifs  Mel.  I  (hon'd  confider  tnyfelf  as  the  mod 
ungrateful  of  women,  were  I  any  longer  to  remain 
obdurate  to  your  folicitations. 

A  I  R  XIV. 

Steady.  Tho’  with  mills  and  with  clouds  oft  the 
morning’s  o’er-caft,  ‘ 

Yet  at  noon  gaudy  Phoebus  may  fend 
forth  his  Rays  : 

Mel.  So  our  Troubles,  our  Doubts,  and  Dif- 
quietvdes  pail,  [  Days. 

Will  ferve  frill  to  brighten  the  reft  ot  our 

Steady.  Since  Fortune  indulgent,  thus  crowns 
all  mv  IV iil.es, 

Mel.  For  ever  I  Iwear  I’ll  be  faithful  to  thee. 

Steady .  Then  come  to  my  Arms,  fecure  from  a!i 
Harms, 

Both.  The  happiefl  Mortals  on  Earth  we  (hall  be. 

Curl . 
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Curl.  They’re  all  dev’lifh  merry  here — I  wim  I 
was  far  enough — fure  I’ve  reafon  to  curie  the  day 
I  firit  thought  of  courting  a  lady  of  fortune. 

Enter  S  E  rvant. 

Serv.  The  Conilable  Sir,  is  below. 

•  Steady.  Difmifs  him— this  fellow  has  fuffered 
fufficiently  for  his  prefumption. 

Curl.  [Kneeling]  Sir,  on  my  knees  I  thank  you 
for  this  goodnefs- — I  fhall  never  forget  your  gene¬ 
rality,  and  if  the  prayers  of  luch  a  wrech  as  I  am, 
can  be  of  fervice  to  you— — —  heiieve  me,  I  hearti¬ 
ly  with  gou  both  fuccefs. 

Steady.  Enough - rife  friend- - at  prefent, 

let  mirth  employ  ail  our  thoughts — and  every  dila- 
greeabie  reflection  be  funk  in  oblivion. 

Mifs  Mel.  Beit  fo. 

A  I  R  XV. 


Mils  Mel.  Ye  fprightly  young  Belles,  let  it  no  more 
be  faid,  [tray’d  ; 

You’re  by  Barbers,  or  Fidlers,  or  Dancers  be- 
Tho’  kind,  and  good-natur’d,  be  prudent  and 
wife,  [guife. 

And  keep  at  due  diftance,  thefe  knaves  in  dif- 
Lucy.  Ye  girls  in  my  illation  ;  take  warning  by  me, 
Ne’er  meddle  with  matters  above  your  degree  , 
Still  think,  by  what  means,  I  had  near  loft  my 
place. 

And  be  juft  in  your  actions,  for  fear  of  difgrace. 
Curl.  Ye  knaves,  who,  in  fcheming  and  /harping 


delight, 

Forfake  your  pall  folly,  in  wifd om  unite  $ 

Ye  feekers  of  wealth,  take  an  equal  to  wife  : 

So  make  yourfelves  happy,  in  wedlock,  for  life. 
Steady.  But  hold — there  is  one  thing,  we’d  yet  with 


to  gain, 

Without  which,  all 


[are  vain  ; 
otsr  hopes  of  true  pleafare 


It  is  that  approbation,  our  auditors  give, 

Asa  proof  that  our  labours,  well  pleas’d  they 
receive. 
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